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3 * ca Twenty Greasers bit the dust before this © 
e How An American Fights lone American—sole survivor of one hun- = 
: dred and eighty who for eleven days held 

= at bay five thousand Mexicans led by the treacherous, bloodthirsty Santa Anna. Nearly one thousand of the foe already lay rigid in | 


death outside the walls of the Alamo before the unerring aim of its handful of defenders. : 
Backed against a wall, using the keen, death-dealing “‘ Betsy” as an iron war club, the old frontiersman still hurls defiance at his 
enemies as they swarm about him, leaping like hounds upon a great stag. Yells, curses and groans rise from the stricken Mexican sol- 


diers as he piles them in contorted heaps before him. 
Read the story of this typical American fighter, one of hundreds so splendidly told by Cyrus Townsend Brady in this New Edition of 


AMERICAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS—PATRIOT’S EDITION 


Given to Prompt Subscribers Thirty-two Against Three 
A Copy of the Greatest Fighting Docu- Thousand 
ment Ever Penned by Man 


HN 


TM Le 





nit 





Let not the Hun lay the flattering unc- 
tion to his confident soul that inferiority in 
numbers is a serious drawback to the 
American fighting man. , Victory in the 
face of tremendous odds is his great spe- 
cialty. Marvel over that wonderful story 
of The Thirty-two American Troopers 
Against the Three Thousand Sioux War- 
riors at Piney Island, the most remarkable 
and overwhelming victory ever won by 
soldiers on any field. 


The Declaration of Independence 
Certified by the late John Hay, 
Secretary of State 
\ Facsimile in Color, Illuminated by the 
Coats of Arms of the United States and 
of the Original Thirteen States. Size 32 

X 22 in. 





Every American home, every American 
office, should display on its walls this 
clarion gall ,to arms in defense of human 


rights. Read how each trooper accounted in 


killed and wounded for thirty-five of the 
gallant red foemen—and this with the use 


Dedicated to the Loyal Sons of . ; 
of the rifle only. 


Fighting Sires 

These 6 volumes are packed full of just 
such stories of American prowess and valor. 
Not to know them is to miss some of the 
finest thrills that the whole history of 
human bravery affords. 


Stories That Stir the Blood 


You will glory in these splendid stories 
of dauntless heroism, of subtle strategy, of 
brilliant tactics, of fierce fighting which 
vitalize the past and make one jealous of © 
the glorious title, Citizen of the United © 
States. You will gain a new conception = 
of America’s fights and fighters, and take = 
increased devotion to the cause to which = 
our fighting forefathers consecrated their = 
lives. 


This splendid set of books has just been 
issued in a new form which leaves nothing 
to be desired as to dignity and attractive- 
ness of appearance. The price named in 
this offer is considerably under the regular 
publisher’s price, but our price can only 
be maintained should the immediate re- 
sponse to this offer indicate that we are 
not to be put to a heavy selling expense in 
disposing of this small edition through 
repeated advertisements. Therefore, make 
sure of securing your set of AMERICAN 
FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS at this cut price by 
mailing your order TODAY. 


ONLY $1.00 NOW 
and coupon, bring to your door, charges pre 
paid, these six inspiring volumes, beautifully 
bound in cloth, printed on splendid paper, in AMERICAN HISTORY FROM THE AGE OF DISCOVERY 
good clear type, each volume 814 x 5" inches. The thrilling adventures of Hernando de Soto; The Huguenot Colonies, Gentlemen of the Black Flag; Under the 
You will enjoy the illustrations almost as much “Jolly Roger”; Blackbeard; The French and Indian War; The War of the Revolution; Washington’s Greatest Cam- 








as the text; and there are maps and plans paigns; Sea Fighters of the Revolution; The War with France; The War with Tripoli; The Second War with England; 
galore. The American Wasps and Their Victims; The Last Battle wv ith I ngland: Border Fights and Fighters; The A reek Wi r; 
Your money back quick if you do not de- The Seminole War; Tecumseh, Greatest of the Indians; David Crockett and the Most Desperate Defense in \merican 
s ~ . : History: Sam Houston and Freedom: Indian Fights and Fighters: The Rough Riders of ’98; The War with the Sioux: = 
clare these six volumes ithe most interesting Custer'’s Last Fight: The Nez Perces War; Chief Joseph's Own Story: The Modoc War; South American Fights and 
books you ever read—BUT Fighters: The Greatest Adventure in History; Tales of Adventure; Stories of Whaling Days; Famous American Duels; 
Col. James Bowie of Bowie Knile | | hundreds of other stories of thrilling adventure and hair-breadth es« pe 


> Don’t Neglect to Send Coupon Today 
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BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO 
1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York, N. ¥ 


I enclose $1.00, first payment on the set of AMERI- 
CAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS, to be shipped, 
charges prepaid, with the large facsimile of the Decla 
ration of Independence. I agree to remit $1.00 a month 
for 6 months following their receipt, and a final pa 
ment of Sik Otherwise I will, within 5 days, ask for 
instructions for returning them at your expense, you to 
refund my $1.00 on receipt 


te 


J. 6-1-18 


PR, o cecnctectececsedtecesesteeesaseees 





iddress 





Occupation 








Pon 7. 





. 


' 














Te 

















JM 












Xs » 9 
a os wo «et 
‘ 
sv / Ae a 
f/ é a. 
-\ P » 7 
ry 4 4 ~~ S 
/ Uj ~ 
4 / z M 
y / t ‘ 
/ vw 
V 
4) 
YY 1 
aA) 
Nye Leu 44 ) \\ 1 N 
ic ¢ y 4 A 4 \ i 
wa ALL. M4 es ae ’ 
4 RN, AB ‘ W Nh \\ \ if vw aS 
QV tg ieee a 
eM / ye Cite Am 3 
tally eR TEES 2 
: YW) 4 (0 tay afar Whe 4 
: , VR AU) Ww ON CA 9 
— = aa a N y ¥ Vv ' 4s 4 
@ ta L, Wy Nyt iH!) | \ G 
Ue ERE WAR TA SS 
a! 19 ay wh ¥ thy “yy SY ¥ 
4 ¥ 





yt 
v L 





ST B/, 
i 


= /, 
= wy) 
j 


Drawn by Orson Lowe. 


Tue Lanp-LocKeED MARINER AGAIN 


Cap’n Henry, of the Dusty Mermaid, Dorset, Vermont, finds that his new 40-whale 
power gig, by means of its elliptical shaped wheels, gives him much of the motion of 
the sea, but he barely misses a reef as he prepares to dock at the Post Office. 
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A Flashing Glimpse of a War-Bride’s Heart 
By Tom L. Masson 


Illustrated by ALBERT HENCKE 


HE only gold I know about is the gold that is 
handed to me across the counter of the bank 
where I trade. And how satisfactory that is! 
How it sweeps away at once all the doubts, 
and what a concrete joy I get in handling 

the pieces! Then I met a little woman whose husband 
had just left for France. They had been married 
for five days. Then he had gone. 

But after all, she wasn’t even a little woman. She 
was just a girl. I had 
known her for long. I 
had watched her grow. 
I remember in the school 
grades, how she was just 
one of fifteen other girls. 
And she grew tall and 
slender and I used to 
think that she was just a 
girl among girls. And 
that was all she really 
was. 

The boy she married 
was just a boy. I don’t 
think he knew a great 
deal. He never im- 
pressed me so. Still, he 
was a boy, rather hand- 
some, I thought, in his 
new uniform. The idea 
of their getting married 
was ludicrous, if it hadn’t 
been so sad. Of course, 
nobody could stop them. 
I don’t even think any- 
one tried, although the 
girl’s father said that he 
thought it was hopeless. 
But just the same, they 
got married. 





Tuey Hap a Five Days’ Honeymoon, ann HE 
Hap DisaprpearREeD INTO THE UNKNOWN, 
On His Way To FRANCE 


The boy had a five days’ leave. And then he van- 
ished from sight. He wasn’t like the gold on the 
counter—then. He couldn’t be seen or counted up. 
He was a dream. 

To be honest, I hated to think about it. I would 
get going, in my thoughts, on that five days’ honey- 
moon, and how lovely the bride looked and how terribly 
cheerful they were, and then, somehow, I felt like jump- 
ing out of the window, or doing something to get my 
mind away. It’s strange 
how those things affect 
one. 

Then I met her—the 
bride. Well, you never 
saw anything like it. | 
ran into the Brownings 
in the afternoon, and 
there she was—knitting, 
of course. Knitting and 
talking and laughing. 
Yes, she was laughing. 

And she had only 
been married two weeks, 
and they had had a five 
days’ honeymoon, and he 
had disappeared into the 
unknown, on his way to 
France. My! That gave 
me a jolt. 

I caught her by her- 
self a little later on. Of 
course, when it comes 
down to it, we don’t any 
at? , of us know anything. 

oe I’ll put a blade of grass 
or the crystal of a snow 
flake up against the big- 
gest highbrow professor 
you can trot out—reek- 























Tre Onty Gotpv I Know Asout ts THE Gotp Tuat 1s HAnpep IN to Me Across THE 
CouNTER OF THE BANK 


ing with psychology, biology, geology and the whole 
shooting match—and if he can tell me anything he 
knows about those two things more than I do by just 
looking at them, I’ll buy the eats for the crowd. But all 
the same, it is kind of interesting when you run up 
against a real proposition like that girl and just know 
her well enough to ask her real things and see if the 
secrets won’t come out. Because I know, of course, 
that she loved him, that she was just crazy about him, 
and if any other fellow had spruced up to her—but 
that isn’t imaginable. It isn’t in the air—just 
now. 

“My Heavens,” I exclaimed, “I wish I had your 
spirits. How do you feel, anyway?” 

“Feel?” she said, as she kepton purling. “ Just what 


39°? 


do you mean? 

“Well, I mean this,” I said bluntly. “Here’s Bob, 
gone off you don’t know where, and you only married 
him the other day, and you’re happy. Now don’t deny 
it. You are happy. And you’re cheerful.” 

“Of course I’m happy. I’ve just got to be. That’s 
what I’m here for.” 

“But suppose you hadn’t married Bob,” I said, 
“How would you have felt then?” 

“Awful!” she said. “ Yes, 
I should have felt just 
awful!” 

“But why don’t you feel 
awful now?” 

“T don’t know. How can 
I tell? You are always want- 
ing to know. But I don’t 
know.” 

“Is it because you are 
married now?” I per- 
sisted. 

“Certainly it is.” 

“But why? What possi- 
ble difference does it make 
whether you are married or 
not? Before you were parted 
you could see him, touch him. 
He was visible, just like the 
gold on my counter. And 
now you cannot see him; he 
is invisible—and that’s all 
there is to it.” Drawn by R. B. Furrer 





den, invisible bond—that’s it! That’s what makes 
all the difference.” 

She shook her head. She was no psychologist or 
philosopher of woman. 

“T don’t know anything about that,” she said. 
“All I know is that I have finished my course as a 
nurse, that I have been accepted, and that I sail for 
France next week. And then—I shall be with him, 
shall see him once again!” 


The Eternal Feminine 
By Tom P. Morcan 


. OMEN is funny folks, ’most any way you take 

*em,” philosophically admitted Mr. Gap John- 
son, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “The oldest man in Amer- 
ica can’t tell what a lady will do next, and if he could, 
she wouldn’t doit. Day before yesterday while we was 
setting around the dinner-table wife slapped a few of the 
children into shape and then sorter casually asked me if 
I knowed what day it was. 

“Why, Wednesday or Thursday, I reckon,’ says I. 
‘I hain’t paid much attention lately, but it’s some’rs 
along there.’ 

“*It is Tuesday, the 
10th,’ says she, kind o’ stern- 
ly. ‘Do you know what hap- 
pened fifteen years ago to- 
day?’ 

*“*Hum, now! Lez see!’ 
says I. ‘Oh, yes!—that was 
the day a tree fell on me 
and busted me up consid- 
erable. I forgot i 

“*No, it wasn’t!’ she 
snapped. ‘We were married 
fifteen years ago today.’ 

“*Is that so?’ says I. 
‘Well, I knowed something 
happened to me, but I 
sorter disrecollected what. 
Aw-hum! I Z 

“And then I’ll be switched 
if wife didn’t rise up like 
a queen and sling mighty 
nigh every dish on the place 
at my head—dishes that 








“But you don’t under- Beraavem cost me good money, too! 


stand!” she exclaimed. 
“Yes, I do.” I replied potter Tammy, you! 
triumphantly. “It’s the hid- censorship somewhere! 





Mother—Tommy, you’ve been fighting again! 
There must be a leak in our 


The longer I live with 
women, the less I know 
abcut ’em!” 
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For Dappy 


Saturnine Philosophy 


By Benjamin De CasseEReEs 


A Little War Gazetteer 
OFFRE—A democratic Sphinx that answered the 
riddle of a world. 

iv. Romanorr—The man who carries his Siberia 
with him. 

THE Crown Prince—The Marceline of Armageddon. 

VerpuN—The crimson end of a German rainbow. 

Von Trirpritz—The Homer of the Shark. 

THe Marne—The end of Von Kluck’s joy ride 
to Paris. 

Tue Katser—The Rodin of slaughter. 

LemBeRG—A Mecca at which no one arrived. 

PotspaM—Home barnyard of the royal eagles. 

Tue MepIrERRANEAN—An aquarium for submarines. 

ENGLAND—A deep-sea bulldog. 

France—The fourth dimension of physical en- 
durance. 

Tue Unirep States—The answer to a universal 
puzzle. 


Camouflage 
[t is the art of drawing the silken curtain of smiles 
over our tears. 
It is the make-believe of children when they imi- 
tate grown-ups or play at fairies and pirates. 
It is the showcase of good dressing with the empty 
store behind it. 


It is the politeness of Business before a com- 
petitor. 

It is all of art, which is man’s great disguise before 
the disillusions of reality. 

It is the pleasant hypocrisies which enable us to live 
side by side with our neighbor. 

It is the politician’s road to power; the lover’s front 
before his sweetheart. 

Camouflage is the primrose path to happiness; it is 
a means of survival in the frightful struggle for 
existence. 


The Last Fantastic 
wit makes Emperor William so sinister is his 
appeal to the imagination. He is a religious 
Nero, a versatile Attila, a veritable Boche with a grain 
of the fantastic in his ego. 

He is the last of the fantastic monarchs. He went 
to sleep in some Rhine castle in the year 914 and has 
never awakened. This war is his dream. 

The centuries have passed over him and left him 
intact. Like all fantastics and crack-brains, he cannot 
read figures right, so when he looked at the calendar 
on the Ist of January, 1914, he did not see first one. 

But now the corpus of Reality in the shape of Amer- 
ica confronts him. The last of the crowned fantastics 
will soon awake. 











Deductions from the 


German Drive 
By Kennetu L. Roperts 


OLMES knocked his pipe 
against his prominent 
ankle-bone, precipitat- 

ing the ashes into the up- 
turned cuff of his trouser-leg. 
Then, having filled a hypo- 
dermic needle with his private 
mixture of Worcestershire 
sauce and copper sulphate, 
and injected it carefully into 
his thin but sinewy forearm, 
he picked up the evening paper 
with a gentle sigh and sank 
back in his battered armchair, 
scarred with the bites and 
kicks of many hysterical 
clients. 

“* Ah, Watson,” said Holmes, 
as his piercing eyes ran over the 
headlines, “here is something 
on which you may practise your 
deductive faculties. The Ger- 
mans are making desperate 
efforts to capture Amiens. 
They are using over forty divi- 
sions in the attempt, and are 
willing to lose 300,000 men to 
attain their ends. They are 
hurling shells into Amiens at 
the rate of 107 per minute. Every third man in the 
attacking forces carries a machine-gun to his hip. 
The German navy is preparing to co-operate with the 
land forces.* Now then, Watson, what does this tell us?” 

I was nonplussed by the suddenness of my friend’s 
question. In my embarrassment I unbuttoned and 
buttoned my vest several times. ‘“‘Why,” I said at 
length, “it must mean that the Germans consider 
Amiens a strategical point of the highest importance, 
and are determined to have it at all costs.” 

Holmes smiled wearily. “At one time I had great 
hopes for you as a detective, Watson,” said he, “but of 
late I have begun to wonder whether you wouldn’t be 
more of a success as a fish peddler. Listen carefully, and 
[ will explain everything.” 

The great detective placed his feet in the coal- 
scuttle, gazed dreamily at the ceiling, drew a Jew’s-harp 
from his pocket, and played the entire score of “Tosca” 
while I waited tensely for him to proceed. 

“The mere fact,” said Holmes at length, replacing 
the Jew’s-harp in his pocket and kicking the coal-scuttle 
out of the open window into Baker Street, where it hit a 
policeman on the head, “the mere fact that the Germans 
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Dreme by Norman ANTHONY 
EVER HAVE THIS SENSATION? 
Feewtncs or A Sensitive Person Wuo Forcor 
To Pay His Fare 


are making an attempt to cap- 
ture Amiens shows very plainly 
that there is a cathedral in that 
city. It is a desperate at- 
tempt; therefore we may de- 
duce that the cathedral is 
an imposing one, probably 
Gothic, and without doubt 
between four and six hundred 
years of age.” 

“Marvelous!” I exclaimed, 
once more unbuttoning my 
vest in my excitement. 

Holmes smiled tolerantly. 
“From the fact that the Ger- 
mans are using forty divisions 
to capture the city,” he con- 
tinued, “I deduce that the 
cathedral owes its beauty to 
one of the greatest of French 
architects—let us say Viollet- 
le-Duc, for example. That 
they are willing to lose 300,000 
men to attain their ends 
proves that there is something 
very unusual—probably some- 
thing unique—about the cathe- 
dral: possibly the nave is the 
highest or almost the highest 
of all the French cathedrals.”’ 

“Astounding!” [ mur- 
mured. 

“The number of shells,” 
Holmes went on, “which 
are falling in the city show that the cathedral has several 
magnificent rose-windows, one of which must be at 
least thirty-eight feet in diameter. Since every third 
man of the attackers carries a machine-gun, and since 
the German navy is preparing to co-operate with the 
land forces, I deduce that the cathedral is adorned with 
statues of the entire celestial hierarchy. Suppose, my 
dear Watson, you look up Amiens in the encyclopedia 
and find out whether or not my deductions are correct.”’ 

Ejaculating “amazing!” in admiring tones, I did as 
Holmes requested. I found that his deductions were 
correct in every detail. Apparently there is no limit to 
the man’s overwhelming insight. 








A Protracted Visit 

“‘T don’t think your father feels very kindly toward me,” 
said Mr. Staylate. 

“ You misjudge him. The morning after you called on 
me last week he seemed quite worried for fear I had not 
treated you with proper courtesy.” 

“Indeed! What did he say?” 


“He asked me how I could be so rude as to let you go 
away without your breakfast.” 
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Expense Eliminators 


By Benyamin Faucett 


5 ELL, how’s the car 

\ \ running?” inquired 

Mr. New Autoist, 

as Mr. Veteran Autoist drew 
up to the curb. 

“Oh, the old bus is all 
right, but it’s the high cost of 
feeding her that bothers me. 
Why my: upkeep has been 
getting higher and higher 
each year.” 

“That’s strange,” re- 
turned Mr. New Autoist, “for ‘Don’t you find that women as a rule are very hard to con- 
when I bought my car the vince?” — ; 
other day the garage man “Oh I don’t know. I never had to talk very long to con- 
gave me a handful of litera- “ime 0m* that she was absolutely right. 
ture showing some new at- 
tachments that are guaranteed to save money. They 
set me to figuring and I found that buying a Gaso 
carbureter would save over fifty per cent. in fuel while 
another gasoline economizer is guaranteed to save about 
fifty per cent. more. This foots up over one hundred 
per cent. so you see I'll get my gasoline free, and with a 
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Drawn by Joun ConacHeR 
Tue War-Jos HunTeR 


“You-all ain’ lookin’ foh a puffickly good mascot, is you?’ 


ws GOOD sword—and our place is in the sun 
The Germans cry. “Hold on to what we’ve got!” 

“Don’t bother, friends,” 
“We'll send you to a place that’s just as hot!” 


few cents bonus just for using 
it. Isn’t that great? 

“Here, take a look at this 
tire protector and patent 
inner tube, each guaranteed 
to more than cut my tire 
bills in two. You can see that 
these savings figure more 
than one hundred per cent. 
and [’ll get my tires for a 
little less than nothing! 

“And these Bumpo shock 
absorbers absorb a _ com- 
bined saving of twenty-five 
per cent. on both gasoline 
and tires, so somebody will 
have to pay me for running 
my machine. Now_who will 
that be?” 


**Just as Good’’ 


By Dotores Cooke 


says Johnny Gitcha Gunn. 
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Rookie Realisms 


By Private CuHestTer W. SHAFER 


Ambulance 339, 310th Sanitary Train 
Illustrated by Aubert LEVERING 


I. INSPECTION--THE WEEKLY JOY 


NSPECTION is the one and only function of the army that is 
worth a nine bid in a ten-trick game. It may be compared favor- 
ably to the annual party of the only fraternity at a non-sectarian 
college in the middle west. It puts the dress uniform of an officer 

on a recognized footing and instructs the private soldier in the principles of 
hiding, that art so ably championed, originally, by Will Kidd. 

In the broader sense it is the American version of French camouflage. 
The big idea is to get the barrack set so that the Major and the Colonel will 
look upon it and through it with approving eyes. But the camouflage must 
be well done. If a set of books dealing with the rules of operation of a sani- 
tary train should happen to conceal a soiled towel and some dusty papers, 
and the officers’ probe extends beyond the atmosphere of chastity given off 
by the volume, the luckless soldier who did the work is sure to draw a 
sentence that will make him, on expiration, the uncle of spotless premises 
for all time. 

For inspection everyone gets out the dress dud. A soldier may look like 
a boomer brakeman on a branch line, at reveille, and emerge, when the com- 
pany falls in, looking as if he had an independent income and a tailor who 
occupied the spare bedroom. No matter how dismal he may be as a prospect 
at morning mess, he comes out on the line in shape to tell the world that his 
mother is a modiste with a good memory. Once assembled he can stand the 
shifty glances of the examination and make a million in silver seem like a 
groat in the hand of an organ grinder. 

Guns and uniforms are inspected outside of barracks. It is here that such 
unpardonable sins as leaving a button unbuttoned or a legging lace adrift 
are discovered. Here also is detected the heinous crime of allowing a dust 
spot to remain on a rifle. It is always a source of great wonderment to a 
soldier why so few executions follow an inspection. It seems, while the ordeal 
is on, that outside help will be necessary to fill out the firing squads. As it is, 
the fear and trembling is invariably rewarded. One inspection usually pro- 
vides enough men for extra duty for a month in the future. 

On the inside, the general condition of the barrack comes in for the big 
snoop. Nothing escapes. Any officer, after the war is over, can qualify as a 
private detective and back Sherlock Holmes into a blind alley. Some might 
even make good as soothsayers and beat the enviable record of the ancient 
Roman who called the turn on the Ides of March. An officer, in top condi- 
tion, with the interests of his country at heart and a note book in his hand, 
can pierce the veil of the neatest outward appearance that a soldier can 
develop. 

The success of an inspection depends upon the degree of suspicion pos- 
sessed by the inspector. The theory most popular is that everything handy 
bears investigation. On this theory nothing is opaque; all is transparent. 
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At inspection it is advisable even to refrain from damaging 
thoughts. It is no comfortable place for the man with a 
past. 

Inspection comes but once a week. It was set for Saturday 
so as not to interfere with the accepted bathing customs of the 
land. After the function is over and everything has been re- 
turned to its pre-inspection position, every member of the 
company hurries to the showers and prepares to clean and 
purge himself to take advantage of his week-end pass. 

Any man who thinks he has a hard lot when his wife makes 
him beat rugs at spring house-cleaning should avoid the army 
by all means. If he were forced to stand just one inspection 
he could return home with a string-halt step and the firm con- 
viction that he had more luck than the cuss who manages to 
get a seat in an interurban car during a holiday rush. 

(In his next Essay Private Shafer will tell about Kitchen Police duty) 


Courtship in 1919 


By H. WaNGER 


E was waiting for that well known moment in which he 
could spring the final word. At last it came. 

“Edna,” he harmonized, ‘‘I want you to become my 

wife. I do not eat meat but once a week, and then only for 

exercise. I detest to see white flour, finding rubber bread by far 
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more nourishing than any other. Pork to me is like massaging 
a porcupine. If I was offered a Rolls-Royce I would ask ‘Can I 
trade it for a Ford?’ I work eight hours a day and three at 
night. If I saw a pack of cards I would mistake it for the parts 
of a jig-saw puzzle. In my pocket I have eight cards of War- 
Savings Stamps, two Liberty Bonds, a receipt for six sweaters 
I knitted, and a pass to the Ladies’ Candy Pull.” 

‘“‘But,” cried the woman, “how about the draft?” 

“T wear glasses, have flat feet, an extra floating rib, weigh 
ninety-eight pounds, usually see double, red looks yellow to me, 
and I faint at the sight of blood.” 

Joshua,” she softly whimpered, ‘‘my perfect man! 


If You Don’t Watch Out 
By W. D. Nessir 


ISTER HERBERT HOOVER’S come to our house to stay, 
To check our meat an’ grocery bills an’ see how much we pay. 
Best count your every slice of bread, an’ weigh your butter, too, 
An’ eat meat on the proper day, an’ know what’s best for you. 
An’ when you're eatin’ pie or cake, best look who is about 
For the Hooverses will git you 
ef you 


” 


don’t 
watch 
out! 














INSPIRATION 
Aunt Jemima—Now, boys, just imagine you’re cleaning out a German trench. 














Joys and Sorrows of War-Time Transit 


—— AND AS | WAS SAYIN’ L iil 
THE HERO WAS A GR-R-RAND i 
LOOKIN’ FELLER BUT THEY 
SAY HE'S MARRIED AND 
BEATS HIS WIFE SOMETHIN’ 

CROOL AND EVERTHING “(ere 
ere, ere 


PAY AS YOU ENTER 








BUTTONS CINCH! 
AND’ 
WASHERS 
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“OH, BOTHER ABOUT THE CHANGE 
IF YOU HAVEN'T GOT IT! 


aa AN ——— 


THE ABSENT-MINDED PROFESSOR—"TAKE MY SEAT, MADAM!” 
THE CONDUCTORETTE —: FARE, PLEASE. 


“YOU'VE TAKEN ME EIGHT 
. BLOCKS PAST MY CORNER 
NO! You WILL BUT THE PLEASURE WAS _» 
NOT RIDE ON ALL MINE!" 


THAT CAR!” 


FLY WITH 
ME! 
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“THank You So Mucu, Joun Dear, You Do Expiain Tuincs BEAUTIFULLY’ 
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A Pleasant Evening 


By Percy WaxMAN 


Illustrated by ALBERT HENCKE 


T is not often that Elaine joins me at the break- 
fast table so I was somewhat surprised to see her 
enter the room rather decisively the other 
morning. 

“Good morning, John dear,” she greeted me, 
allowing her lips to tickle the top of my forehead, “and 
how did your work go last night?” She seated herself 
opposite me. 

“Oh, so-so,” I replied, still wondering what had 
made her get up at eight-thirty when she hadn’t reached 
home until two. 

“What is it you’re doing now, John—something on 
Daffodils, isn’t it, dear?” 

“Elaine,” I said in my sweetest manner, “I appreci- 
ate your interest in an almost middle-aged husband’s 
work more than I can say, but, dear, the essay I am at 
present engaged on is supposed to deal with ‘The 
Pterodactyls of Prehistoric Peru.’” 

“Well, I knew it sounded something like daffodils,” 
said Elaine, unabashed, “and besides, John,” she added, 
“T won’t have you called middle-aged. You’re not 
even forty-three and you have far more hair than 
Moulton Ashby.” 

“And who’s that unfortunate man, may I ask.” 


> 


“He’s not unfortunate, John,” replied Elaine. 
“‘He’s a very nice man I met last night at the Marstons. 
He took me into dinner and also sat next to me at the 
theatre. And John, what does peripatetic mean?” 

“Was that in the play—a New York play?” I asked. 

“Oh, no, John,” she answered, as if in defense of our 
drama, “‘it was used by Mr. Ashby.” 

“The man who has less hair than I have?” 

“Yes, John. The play we saw was ‘An Inconvenient 
Marriage’—one of those Society Dramas. It wasn’t 
bad in spots. A bit too talky and not enough 
action—sort of Shaw-and-milk effect.” 

“Well, dear,” I asked Elaine, “where does peripa- 
tetic come in?” 

“Oh, that’s what Mr. Ashby called the play. He 
said it was one of those confounded peripatetic dramas, 
and I sat there wondering what in the wide world peri- 
patetic meant. What does it mean, John?” 

I didn’t reply at once. We had finished breakfast 
and I led Elaine into our living room. 

““Well—er—the literal meaning,” I explained at 
last, “is walking about; moving from place to place. 
It arose originally from the peculiar habit Aristotle 
had of walking about among the youths he taught in 














the Athenian Lyceum. In the 


early 

“Thank you so much, John 
dear,” Elaine broke in, “ you do 
explain things beautifully. Now 
I see what he meant exactly. 
This play dealt with smart soci- 
ety. Everybody was rich. All 
the women underdressed and 
overfed. Servants in dozens and 
all that. The first scene was in 
someone’s drawing room and 
everybody who came in sat in 
one chair, then on a sofa, then 
on a divan, then stood up, then 
walked around until they had 
their tea. It was then, Mr. Ashby called it peripatetic.” 

“Then what happened?”’ 

“Mr. Ashby said ‘Don’t these plays make you 
laugh?’ and then the other man on the left of me whom 
I hadn’t seen at dinner joined us and asked what made 
us laugh. Then Mr. Ashby said ‘These Society plays 
always make me laugh. I’ve christened them Peripa- 
tetic Dramas or Furniture-testing Comedies. Nobody 
sits on the same chair, sofa, cushion, stool or divan for 
two consecutive minutes. It looks as if the whole troupe 
had St. Vitus. Watch these ‘Society’ people as they 
enter. Actors and actresses representing perfectly 





“Come on in.” 


Poor Civilians: 


HERE’S some of us can’t go to meet the raging 
foe. One had a crooked slat, another is too 
fat; a third one is too old, though he is hale and 
bold. Ah, many loyal men have tried and tried 

again to get into the fray, and they've been turned away. 

And hapless is their lot; far better were they shot! 

They will not let me fight, though I’m a man of 
might, and I can whip my weight in cats, as sure as 
fate. They tell me I’m too squat, too weighty to be 
shot, so fat I cannot run and overtake a Hun; my wind, 
they say, is bad; I wear a liver pad; and so I may not 
go to slay the beastly foe. 

And all the dames in town on me are looking down 
with something like contempt, because I’m thus exempt. 
They once were friends of mine; their comradeship was 
fine. They heard me play my harp, and did not frown 
or carp, but said, “Your music’s great! You are a 
gifted skate! You have such men as Keats backed 
off the village streets! The way you maul a lyre would 
beat a house afire.” 

But now they hear me play, and show disgust, and 
say: “You should be at the front! That is a tinhorn 
stunt, for one who’s big and strong! Oh, cease your 
piffing song. You ought to be in France, where battle 
chargers prance, where brave men try to shoot the saw- 





DECLINED 


“No, thanks! I always get soaked when I try to play pool.” 


proper or perfectly improper 
society people go chasing each 
other all over the stage, sit- 
ting on everything they meet 
en route for a second or two, 
just like a game of follow- 
my-leader. Then, at last, they 
anchor at a table and have tea. 
You’ve often seen them, haven’t 
you, Mrs. Fulton,’ he said, turn- 
ing to me. I said ‘Yes,’ as I 
laughed, but the other man 
whose name we didn’t know, 
didn’t seem to think it a bit 
funny. Mr. Ashby said it was all 
too absurd for words; that if peo- 
ple showed such restlessness in real life hostesses would 
‘receive’ in the gymnasium—not the drawing room.” 

“T think Mr. Ashby quite right,” I ventured, “and 
I can’t quite understand why the other man didn’t 
agree with him. What did he have to say?” 

“Nothing, John. He sat and listened to our chat- 
ter but when it was over Helen Marston came over 
to us and said: ‘Well, Elaine, wasn’t I good to you this 
time to place you between two interesting men like 
Moulton Ashby and Rogers Court?’ ‘Who?’, I said. 
‘Rogers Court,’ said Helen, ‘the man who wrote the play 
we saw tonight!’” 


by Walt Mason 


dust from the Teut. 
all the day while trumpets call to war. 
harping for?” 

They know as well as I that I would gladly die or 
shed a peck of blood to dam the Teuton flood; it simply 
makes them mad to see a husky lad a-fussing with a 
lyre while all the world’s afire. 

And e’en my wife at times looks coldly on my 
rhymes. Her aspect seems to say, “While you sit here 
and play your bargain counter lute, brave men go forth 
to shoot. Oh, why am I the wife of one who shuns the 
strife, of one who puts up odes, while on the long white 
roads the soldiers march to war? What is he warbling 


599 


for? 


It’s sad to see a jay who'll fiddle 
What are you 


My wife she knows, I wist, how gladly I’d enlist, how 
gladly I would take a sword or garden rake, and kill a 
Hun or four, and wallow in their gore. But women hate 
to gaze on safe and sheltered jays, who play a lute or lyre 
while all the world’s afire. We old gents feel their scorn, 
as sure as you are born, although it’s not our fault that 
we don’t bravely vault upon our foaming nags and fol- 
low battle flags. Imagine how they look on younger 
men, gadzook, who try out every stunt to dodge the 
battle front! Oh, better, better die, a hundred times, 
say I, than carry slacker names among the loyal dames! 
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“But Women Hate to Give Us Sare anp SHELTERED Joy’ 
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THe SunpAy AFTERNOON PARADE ON MAIN STREET, YAPP’s CROSSING 





E 














\ ea 


ix 


HE Republicans told Champ Clark that they 
would not put a straw in the way of his being 
Senator from Missouri, and they meant it. 
They offered to forego a contest for the elec- 
tion of a Speaker to succeed him. It detracts in no wise 
from their sincerity to point out that their offer was 
horse sense, as well as true patriotism. The balance of 
power in the present House of Representatives resides 
in a little group of political nondescripts. What would 
it profit the Republican party to elect a Speaker by 
sufferance and assume responsibility without power? 

Everybody likes Champ Clark. We like him because 
he is so like us, because he combines in large measure our 
nation’s virtues and our nation’s faults. At times im- 
petuous of speech, he is no fifty-fifty patriot, and no 
poseur. His long experience has made him useful to 
his country right where he is, and we are glad he has 
decided to stay there. 

Champ Clark presides—that’s all. The Speaker of 
today is without power to reward or to punish. He 
appoints no committees; he has nothing to give, nothing 
to withhold. Champ Clark is a square-toed partisan and 
his parliamentary rulings are 
fair—so fair that he must 
want to rinse his mouth out 
after he makes them? 

Suppose the country were 
at peace, and not at war. 
Suppose we had a House of 
Representatives like the pres- 
ent one—a no man’s land, 
with neither party in assured 
ascendency. Suppose that 
after weeks or months of 
bicker and dicker, such as 
would surely have occurred in 
this House but for the war, 
one side or the other had 
elected a—what? A shadow 
Speaker, a do-less dowager to 
preside over a national debat- 
ing society! What would 
happen? How long would 
the present House rules last? 
Would not the people of 
America, like the Israelites of 
old, murmur for an Uncle 
Joe Cannon? 

* 

















* * 


We are for free speech Drawn by E. W. Kemate 
even in war-time. Most of it 
wouldn’t yield enough ad val- 


orem to pay for collectinga tax. 
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Comment Grave and Gay on —— as They Pass j 
hy 





Tue Nation’s BACKBONE 


The farmer feeds himself, the public, and the soldier. 
Why should he also carry the profiteer? 
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A HEREDITARY PLAYTHING 


HE fact that “the German Crown Prince him- 
self” has fired several shots from the long-range 
guns with which Paris was being bombarded, and 

that “he is greatly interested in the working of these 
guns,” as chronicled in a Cologne dispatch the other 
day, brings to the imagination of persons who logically 
view such an exploit a suggestive picture. Although we 
have been told that all of the numerous German princes 
in common with most other German children, have been 
brought up in constant association with guns and other 
death-dealing paraphernalia, this seems to be the first 
time any German prince has been at the assailing end of 
a cannon of any sort in the war. The episode is consis- 
tent with the habit of German princes to sidestep actual 
danger and still indulge and enjoy an inculcated lust for 
murder. 
* * * 

Emperor Charles has banished his mother-in-law 
from the dual monarchy. And this is the man they told 
us was more than half pacifist! 

* * * 
If things continue along present lines on the planet 
Earth there will be a strike 
of the storks in sheer disgust. 

* * * 

Colonel Roosevelt says 
that the war with Spain “was 
a little war but it was all the 
war we had.” How would 
you like to have been the guy 
that told him so about the 
time he charged up San Juan 
hill? 


+ * * 
To expect the Kaiser to 
understand the spirit of 


America would be like asking 
the Sultan of Turkey to read 
“Huckleberry Finn.” 

* * * 


Duke Adolf Frederich, of 
Mecklenberg-Strelitz, who is 
said to be slated to be King 
of Finland, is a subject of the 
Kaiser. If he takes the job 
he’ll wish he were a past 
participle. 

* * * 

We could navigate a non- 
partisan ship of state a whole 
lot better if so many of the 
crew weren’t more used to 
the rancor than to the anchor. 
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Inopportune—“Well,” said the fat 
plumber, “how does the change in time 
affect you?” 

“To tell you the truth,” the thin car- 
penter returned, “it nearly lost me my 
home.” 

“How was that?” 

“T took the wrong time to turn our 
clock forward.” 

“T don’t gettcha.” 

“My wife won’t speak to me because 
I made the clock an hour faster while she 
was hurrying to get the dinner ready on 
time.” —Youngstown Telegram. 


Qualified—She—Every one says you 
had good taste when you married me. 

He—Maybe; if it is possible to possess 
at the same time good taste and poor 
sense.—Boston Transcript. 


Defined—“‘The man who gives in 
when he is wrong,” said the street orator, 
“is a wise man; but he who gives in when 
he is right is se 

“Married!” said a meek voice in the 
crowd.—London Tatler. 





Embarrassing Subject—“ Your late 
husband wants to speak to you from the 
spirit world,” said the medium. 

“Just a moment, before you put me in 
communication with him,” said Mrs. 
Growsper. “If he starts to ask me what 
I did with his iife insurance money, you 
cut him off short, or I won’t pay your 
fee.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 

No Occasion for Trouble—‘‘ John,” 
she said, nudging her husband as they sat 
in a half-filled street car, “I believe that 
man over there is trying to flirt with me.” 

“Do you want me to go over and punch 
his head?” 

“Mercy, no! I wouldn’t have you do 
anything for the world. I just wanted 
you to know that there’s somebody in the 
world who thinks I’m worth noticing.” — 
Dayton News. 
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A Real Treat for Them 





Le GENERAL BocnE—Messieurs, je vous 
apporte une agréable nouvelle dont chacun de 
vous s¢ réjouira; en raison de votre belle con- 
duite, j'ai 'honneur de vous apprendre que je 
viens d’étre nommé feld-maréchal! 

German general—Men, I have good news 
for you: because of your fine conduct in the 
battle last week I have been created a field 
marshal.—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


As When Awake—Hub—I dreamt 
last night that you were nagging me for a 
new spring suit. 

Wife—So that’s why you were growling 
in your sleep.—Boston Transcript. 


Incompatible—“They separated on 
account of incompatibility, I under- 
stand.” 

“Yes, he would never get angry when 
she was.” —Boston Transcript. 


The London Tobacco Shortage 








May the time never come when a man is 
forced to share his cigarette with a friend.— 
London Opinion. 
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As He Figured It Out—“ Now this 
car,” said the energetic salesman, ‘‘is 
superior in many ways to any other you 
can buy for the price I’m giving you. 
You can see for yourself that x 

““There’s no use talking to me about it. 
Go and see my wife and daughter. If you 
can get them to agree, all right.” 

“Have they any preferences?” 

“T should say they had. One of them 
likes this car of yours, but the other has 
no use for it.” 

“But if you said the word, that would 
settle it.” 

“Not at all. I’m neutral.” 

“Neutral? What do you mean?” 

“I’m letting them do the fighting. I'll 
have to pay the price when they declare 
peace.” —Dayton Times. 





Insane — Prospective employer —Why 
did you leave your last place? 

Chauffeur—The guy I worked for went 
crazy. Started shingling his house when 
his car needed new tires.—Boston Tran- 
script. 


Experiment—“I had no idea Dub- 
waite was a scientist.” 

“Why do you think so?” 

“He tells me he’s studying sound 
waves.” 

“Umph! He’s merely experimenting 
with a new automobile horn he bought 
the other day.”—John Bull. 


Avoiding Complications—‘‘ Use my 
car just as if it were your own.” 

“You're the soul of generosity.” 

““T—er—expect you to buy your own 
gasoline and pay for repairs.” 

“Of course I’ll do that. And if I 
should be out joy riding with a ‘chicken’ 
and there is an accident, do you want 
me to say the car is my own?” 

“Oh, yes. You might go a step 
further and say I’m not even ac- 
quainted with the ‘chicken.’”—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 
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Appreciation—‘‘How do like 
Shakespeare?” 

“Oh, I treasure our set of Shakespeare 
more than any other works we have,” 
said Mrs. Dubwaite. 

“I’m glad to hear you say so.” 

“Yes. It’s really the only set in our 
living room that matches the wallpaper.” 

-Birmingham Age-Herald. 
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No, Bub—Two men were hotly dis- 
cussing the merits of a book. Finally, one 
of them, himself an author, said to the 
other: “No, John, you can’t appreciate 
it. You never wrote a book yourself.” 

“No,” retorted John, “and I never laid 
an egg, but I’m a better judge of an ome- 
let than any hen.” —Philadelphia Star. 


Difficult Task—‘ Smithers is writing 
a book.” 

“*What’s his subject?” 

“*Telephone Etiquette.’ He’s just 
writing a chapter on the fellow who calls 
strangers to the ‘phone and asks: ‘Who 
is talking?’ At last accounts he was 
searching the dictionary for extra profane 
descriptive words.”—Detroit Free Press. 


Frenzied Fiction—‘‘Have you read 
this month’s ‘Snappy’?” asked the first 
young thing. 

“No, but I found a darling story in 
the latest number of ‘Saucy’ and I’ve 
got a ‘Breezy’ at home I haven’t looked 
at yet,” said the second young thing. 

“What in the world are those girls 


Fully Qualified 








*"Awkins (to the Duchess of 
Ullwater, known as “Sister Winifred,” who 


Private ’ Arry 


maintains a private hospital at her own 
expense)—You’ve got the right knack 0’ 
pourin’ out, Miss! 

Her Grace—I'm glad you think so. 

Private ’A.’d.—Yus. I says to my mate, 
Jim Smith, “Jim,” says I, “if that little 
bit o’ skirt wants a job when this ’ere scrap 
is through, I knows a pub or two as would 
jump at the chawnce o’ gettin’ ’er in the 
bar!”’"—Passing Show (London). 
talking about?” asked a man who over- 
heard their conversation. 

“Magazines,” answered his fellow 
strap-hanger. ‘I suspect they go in for 
light literature.” —Birmingham A ge-Her- 
ald. 


‘Sic Semper Tyrannis’’ Modernized 
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*“* Alto aqui! No passareu!’ 
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“Take note of this and keep out!’”—Campana de Gracia (Barcelona). 
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Why He Was Sure—A local lawyer 
the other day recalled an experience of 
his when, as a newly fledged attorney, he 
was called upon to arbitrate in a com- 
pensation case in regard to certain slum 
property. Accompanied by an official 
from the City Hall he proceeded to in- 
spect the houses—there were six of them 
—and directly they set foot in the first 
one they noticed a distinctly disagreeable 
smell. In the second it was the same— 
only more so. The third one they entered 
was even worse. The official sniffed and 
sniffed. 

“What an unpleasant—ahem—odor,” 
he said at length. ‘‘Can it be the drains?” 

The owner of the property shook his 
head. 

“Can’t be the drains,” he replied 
emphatically, “there ain’t none.’”’—Tit- 
Bits. 


Easily Explained—Congressman John 
T. Watkins of Louisiana, tells this 
one: 

““Some time ago a lawyer was called 
away from his office for the greater part 
of the day. On returning he observed 
symptoms of idleness on the part of his 
clerk. ‘James,’ demanded the lawyer, 
‘why hasn’t that typewriter been work- 
ing?’ ‘It has been working,’ defensively 
answered James. ‘I was using it less 
than ten minutes ago.’ ‘Then,’ ex- 
claimed the lawyer, pointing a convicting 
finger, ‘how comes it that there is a 
spider on the machine and that it has 
woven a web over the keyboard?’ ‘A 
fly got in the works, sir,’ easily explained 
James, ‘and rather than waste time 
trying to catch it I introduced the 
spider.’”’— Argonaut. 


Confused—‘“ Judge Flubdub doesn’t 
seem to know half the time whether he is 
going or coming.” 

“That may be because he has been 
reversed so much by the higher courts.”’— 
Kansas City Journal. 


The Lawyer Knew — Defendani—lI 
don’t know what I would have done if it 
hadn’t been for you. 

Lawvyer—I know, though. You’d have 
done time.— Boston Transcript. 


Average Juries—‘ Average juries re- 
mind me of a self-cocking revolver.” 

“Tn what way?” 

“They go off as soon as they’re 
charged, but nobody knows where they’re 
going to hit.” —Baltimore American. 
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High Cost of Washing—Labor trou- 
bles in these war times are not con- 
fined to steel mills and coal mines. They 
are brought straight home to most fami- 
lies which require domestic services. A 
New York commuter is one of the men 
with a tale of woe. After canvassing the 
employment agencies, he found a colored 
mammy who agreed to do the family 
washing, every Tuesday for two dollars. 
This washerwoman was frank. She 
‘reckoned ”’ she would like her job better 
if someone got her in an automobile. 
The limousine was sent for her on the 
first day and when the day’s work was 
over the chauffeur took her back home 
in the limousine. He handed her two 
dollars. 

“T gets $2.10,” said the woman, 
smiling. 

“They told me to give you two dol- 
lars,” insisted the chauffeur. 

“Lan’s sake alive,” said mammy, “I 
guess the madam mus’ have forgot 
som’fin.”’ 

“‘What’s the extra ten cents for?” 
inquired the chauffeur. 

“Ten cents? Why, dat’s for de car- 
fare.”—Weall Street Journal. 


The Best of It—‘‘De mule has too 
much de best of it,” remarked Mr. 
Erastus Pinkley. “If I lays hands on it 
dey’ll have me up befor’ de animal pre- 
vention society. But spos’n de mule kicks 
me.” 

“What then?” 

“He ain’t g’ineter git reported. All 
my friends jes laugh an’ ack like dey 
thought de mule showed good judgment.” 
—Washington Star. 


Southern Chivalry—Chad and Jule, 
a young colored couple, every morning 
walked to the village where they both 
worked. 

One misty morning Chad discovered a 
catamount stretched along a limb which 
hung directly over the path. Like every 
one else in that country, he carried a shot- 
gun, hoping to get a squirrel or rabbit for 
supper. He fired at the brute, luckily 
blinding it. It fell to the ground and 
Chad killed it by beating it with the gun. 
Between them the two carried it to town 
where it was admired, weighed, and 
measured. Chad proudly told his story 
over and over. At last one of the by- 
standers asked: 

““Weren’t you frightened, Chad?” 

“Yah! yah!” laughed Chad. “I was 
mighty skeered when I saw the varmint 





Taking Issue with a Strategist 
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“Que, monsieur, prenne garde de ne pas renverser son bock sur la cinquiéme armée bavaroise— 


au prix ou sont aujourd’ hui les allumettes!”’ 


““Excuse me, sir, but please don’t upset that beer on the ‘fifth Bavarian army,’ the way 
matches are costin’ nowadays!”’—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


right over my haid, and I didn’t know 
what to do, ’ca’se my shot warn’t big 
’nough to kill him; then I ’membered I 
could run a heap faster than Jule— 
so I jes’ up an’ fired!”— Harper’s 
Magazine. 


Tourists—from Town and Trench 








Poitu—Il y a des civils qui ralent parce 
qu’y a trois jours dans le wagon! 

Soldier—Think of it! They’re grumbling 
at having to spend three days on the train!— 
La Baionnette (Paris). 


Perilous Task—’Rastus was asked at 
the recruiting-station if he would like to 
join the aviation corps. 

“Lordy! boss,” was the answer, 
“*s’posin’ dat ole machine was to stop 
right up in de air an’ dey’d want me to 
git out an’ crank de engine!’—London 
Opinion. 





RED TAPE 





Beating the Germans—The family 
of a reserve officer in the American 
army who lived in France before the war 
occupies a flat in Paris. His wife 
recently gave birth to a son. The 
officer was anxious to inform his mother- 
in-law of this happy event by cable. He 
wrote as follows: 

“Robert M——, Jr., eight pounds, ar- 
rived safely.” 

The censor was adamant. “I can- 
not pass that,” he said. “The rule is 
specific in forbidding mention of the 
names of Americans arriving in France.” 
The officer rewrote the message as 
follows: 

“Robert M——, Jr., eight pounds, 
born safely.” 

Whereupon the censor beamingly 
wrote his “O. K.” The German In- 
telligence Department was _baffled.— 
Collier’s. 








The Critics 
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‘Just look there, ’Enery! ’Ow she ’as the face to get herself up like that I dunno. J 


shouldn’t!” 


“Ah, my dear—you see, it ain’t on’y a question of face!””—Passing Show (London). 





WORDS 








**Fen Dubs!’’—The skating season is 
long past, baseball waits on the weather. 
It is now top and marble time. Strange 
cries resound where small boys most do 
congregate. 

“Fen dubs!” “Fen, no inchin’!” 
“Fen ever’thin’!”’ “ Knuckle down; shoot 
hard!” “Ever’thin’ on you!” “No 
h’istin’!” “Rollin’s—no punchin’, no 
inchin’!” “Play on a chuck, or play in 
a ring!” 

’Tis a strange lingo! 

The dictionary does not carry the vo- 
cabulary of marbles. But there is sense 
in the words, strange as they sound to the 
uninitiated. “Fen” is “fend,” in the 
sense of “forbid.”’ (“Saints forfend” of 
the elders.) Fen dubs: you cannot win 
two marbles on a shot, even if you suc- 
ceed in hitting two off the chuck or out 
of the ring. Fen thribs: ditto as to a shot 
that moves three of the enchanting pellets 
of clay or glass. 

Where do the various sorts of marbles 
get their names? There are steelies, and 
bullseyes, alleys, reallies or pures, halfies, 
mibbs or miggs, bloodies, glassies and 
crokers; peewees and pimples, milkies 
and Englishies and houses. 

How many men are there who can pass 
a group of small boys playing marbles 
without stopping to look on for as many 
minutes as can be spared and renewing 
their youth and vocabulary of real 
words?—Dayton Herald. 


A Verbal Barrage—Cusswords and 
Biblical quotations enlivened the Senate’s 
discussion of the Overman bill to-day. 
The author of the measure, resuming 
where the discussion had been dropped 
yesterday, essayed to define the Presi- 
dent’s reasons for wanting the bill. Sena- 
tor Reed (Mo.) furnished the cusswords, 
which were echoed by Senator Overman 
with even greater vehemence than that 
which marked their utterance by the 
Missourian. Senator Overman also fur- 
nished the Bible lesson.—New York Sun. 





Lost His Native Tongue—He was a 
black boy from Alabama—lonesome. He 
had been working in a stone quarry most 
all day and no one had said a word to 
him. He happened to look across the 
way and there was another black boy in 
khaki. The other black boy was a 
French colonial, but the American black 
boy looked only at the face and the color 
of the uniform. 

“Low niggah, how’s tricks?’’ was the 
opening social parry. 

No answer. 

“Ah say, niggah, does you know Ah’s 
talkin’ to you?” 

Then astonishment. From the other 
black came a rattle of French that would 
put a machine-gun to shame. 

The black boy from Alabama gasped. 
He couldn’t believe his eyes or his ears. 

“Foh da Lawd’s sake, niggah, has you 
been mixed up with these Frenchers so 
much you done lost yo’ own language?”’ 
and he went back to work.— Evening Sun. 


Treat for the Huns—Russia’s na- 
tional flag henceforward will be red, with 
the inscription, ‘‘ Rossiskay Sotzialyitich- 
eskaya Federativnaya Sovietskaya Re- 
spublika” (Russian Socialistic Federa- 
tive Soviet Republic). This was decided 
upon today in a resolution passed unani- 
mously by the Central Executive Com- 
mittee of the All-Russian Soviets. 

Chairman Sverdloff, proposing the 
resolution, said it was imperative to de- 
cide the question of the flag immediately 
as “the Russian flag will have to wave 
over the embassies in Berlin and Vienna.” 
—New York World. 


Pardonable Pride 
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“ Mais, moi qui vous parle, j'ai fait sept prisonniers, dont un officier!’ 

“En 70?” 

“ y , 
Non, aux grandes maneuovres. 

“For that matter, I myself once took seven prisoners, including one officer.” 

“In 1870?” 

“No; in the Fall Manceuvres.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 
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Failure to Prepare 











“Tu as raison, ma petite chérie, je me rends 
compte maintenant que c’est bien une guerre de 
matériel!”’ 

“You are right, sweetheart; what counts 
in this war is material resources.” —Le Péle- 


Méle (Paris). 
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Out of Abundant Caution—A club- 
man tells of a young friend of his, a very 
methodical youth recently graduated 
from a Northern university, who, upon 
setting up his own establishment, under- 
took to look after his own domestic 
affairs. 

“As an evidence of his orderly na- 
ture,” says the clubman, “I offer this: 
desiring to mark his laundry for purposes 
of identification, he inscribed his name 
on one piece and marked the others 
‘ditto.’”—Harper’s Magazine. 


What Was Missing—In an engineer- 
ing works in the north of England, pilfer- 


ing had been going on among the men. 
The master spoke to the foreman, an 
Irishman, on the matter, telling him if he 
had any suspicions to search the men 
before leaving. 

One evening Pat had occasion to do 
this, and while in the act of telling the 
men to take their coats off the master 
came by. 

“Well, Pat, what is missing now?” 

“A wheelbarrow, sir.””—Tit-Bits. 


Nothing Unusual—When daylight 
saving began— 

“Gee, whiz!” said the impudent office 
boy. “I wish I was on the night shift on 
Saturday night. Them fellows will get 
paid for an hour they won’t work.” 

“Well,” said the boss, “anything un- 
usual about that?”—Buffalo Express. 


Our Concert 





What It Meant—“ Waiter,” said the 
indignant customer, “‘what does this 
mean? Yesterday I was served for the 
same price with a portion of chicken 
twice the size of this.”’ 

“Yes, sir,’ answered the waiter. 
“Where did you sit?” 

“Over by the window.” 

“Then that accounts forit. Wealways 
give people who sit by the windows large 
portions. It’s an advertisement!”—New 
York Evening Post. 


Description—lIn the Pantheon of the 
Nations, California—‘that soft, round, 
poetic bundle of voluptuous sensibility 
that bankrupted nature in the making” 
—reposes upon a couch of gold-hearted 
mountains and emerald-breasted valleys, 
and faces the soft wash of a summer sea 
that is seldom storm-swept and on whose 
bosom, even from Nome to the antipodes, 
no iceberg ever floated. 

We lack one advantage that is pos- 
sessed by the people of the East. We 
have no California to go to. There is no 
promised land for us. We are in the 
promised land already. We cannot pack 
our Lares and Penates and with them 
journey toward the sunset, for we are living 
in its afluent beams.—Los Angeles Times. 


Pertinent Request—A house hunter 
saw an advertisement in the paper de- 
scribing a charming house “within a 
stone’s throw of the station.” He made 
an appointment, and in due course was 
escorted to the house in question, two 
miles away. When they reached the 
threshold he turned to the agent, suavely. 
“Would you mind introducing me,” he 
whispered, “to the person who threw 
that stone?” —Clippings. 

















The Sergeant—Now, boys, Private Pringle is going to recite that famous poem by Ella 
Alum Poe, ‘‘Quoth the Raven—Never No More!”—Bystander (London). 








When the Paper Gave Out 








Le Garcon (trés poli)—Que, monsieur, 
fasse excuse, mais nous manquons de papier 
por. faire l’ addition. 

Waiter (politely)—Pardon me, sir, but I 
haven’t any paper to add up your check.— 


Le Péle Méle (Paris) 
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SOLDIERS 








War Ruining the Army — Sergeant 
(one of the old school)—It’s the war that’s 
ruining the army, sir—us having to 
enlist all these ere civilians.—London 
Opinion. 


Learned at Home—Marie—That 
young American soldier yonder—isn’t he 
adear? He speaks French, I understand. 

Vivette—Yes, I know him. I wish he 
could speak French I understand.— 
Florida Times-Union. 


The Flag of 





The Old Home Place—‘‘Do you 
think Josh will be glad to get back to the 
old place?” asked Mrs. Corntassel. 

“I’m sure he will,” replied her husband. 
““What I’ve read about ‘no man’s land’ 
makes me think a sight of plain, peace- 
able, ploughed ground ought to be right 
satisfactory and soothin’.”—Washington 
Star. 


Bird of a Boche—It was a dull day in 
the trenches and a bunch of Tommies 
had gathered and the talk turned on a big 
boche who had been captured the night 
before. 

“He was scared stiff,” said one Tom- 
my. 

“Did he run?” asked another. 

“Run!” replied the first one. ‘Why, 
if that boche had just one feather in his 
hand he’d ’a’ flew.”"—Scranton Times. 


Legal Verbiage—Previous to joining 
the army he had been a lawyer. Getting 
back to camp rather late one night he was 
challenged by the sentry. Obtaining no 
response, the latter lifted his rifle and 
roared: 

“If you move you are a dead man.” 

*“* Allow me to remark, my good man,” 
said the lawyer-soldier, ‘that your state- 
ment is absurd. If I move it is excellent 
proof that I am alive. To my mind it is 
incomprehensible that—” 

“Pass, Mr. Blackstone,” said the 
sentry.—Buffalo News. 


‘*Freedom’”’ 














This glorious flag in Kultur’s name 
Shall float upon the breeze; 


And thus to all the world proclaim 
The freedom of the “‘Seize’’! 


-—John Bull (London). 
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Proof—Diner—Look here! Isn’t that 
a hair on the butter? 

Waiter—Yes, sir, a cow’s hair. We 
always serve one with the butter to show 
that it isn’t oleomargarine.—Tit-Bits. 


Strategically Weak—lIs she able to 
keep a cook?” 

‘“Pecuniarily, yes. Diplomatically, 
no.” —Boston Transcript. 


Irritating and Annoying 
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** Bufa! El cor me diu que ja no anirem més 
endavant.” 

““Donnerwetter! Something tells me that 
we shan’t get much _ further.”—Esquella 
Barcelona). 


Making the Baby Useful—“ Bridget’s 
had breakfast late every morning this 
week. Can’t you do something to get her 
up on time?” 

“‘Well, there’s the alarm clock.” 

“That doesn’t always go off. Lend her 
the baby.” —Boston Transcript. 


Cross-Questioned—‘Did you ask 
the new cook why she left her last 
place?” 

“No,” responded young Mrs. Torkins. 

“T didn’t get a chance. She kept me 
too busy trying to explain why our 
last cook didn’t stay.”— Washington 
Star. 


Only a Matter of Time—WMrs. Hiram 
Daly (reading)—It says that Nero had 
200 cooks. 

Husband—That beats our record by 50 
at least.—Detroit Free Press. 


May Be Bad Enough Then—JHobbs 
—I understand that you have hired our 
former cook. 

Dobbs—But don’t be alarmed. We in- 
tend to discount everything she tells us.— 
Boston Transcript. 
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YOUNG THINGS 








‘*We’’—“‘But your fiance has such a 
small income. How are you going to 
live on it?” 

“Oh, we’re going to economize. We’re 
going to do without such a lot of things 
Jack really needs.’’—Cassell’s Saturday 
Journal. 


Up Against It—Young husband— 
Didn’t I telegraph you not to bring your 
mother with you? 

Young wife—I know. That’s what 
she want’s to see you about. She read 
the telegram.—Paris Le Matin. 


Marching Orders—Patience—What’s 
become of that young man who used to 
call on you? 

Patrice—You mean the one papa 
didn’t like? ‘ 

Patience—That’s the one. 

Patrice—Oh, he’s gone to be a sol- 
dier. 

Patience—What’s he know about being 
a soldier, I’d like to know? 

Patrice—Oh, papa showed him how to 
march.—Yonkers Statesman. 


Full of Resource—Representative 
McLemore said the other day at a dinner 
in Washington: 

“Our American resourcefulness and 
knack of getting things done is going to 
shine out in this war. Look how our 
commanding officers deal with the French 
hotels that overcharge our soldiers! 


The Explanation 





Instructor—Look here, what’s the matter with you men? There hasn’t been a bulls-eye 


signaled for the last ten minutes. 


Bright recruit—I think someone must have shot the target marker, sir!—Passing Show 


(London). 


They post sentries at the door to explain 
to our men that the place is ‘out of 
bounds.’ That soon brings the hotel to 
reascn. 

“We're a resourceful nation. An 
American girl in Paris once halted her 
millionaire father before a jeweler’s shop 
in the Rue de la Paix, and pointed to a 
tiara surmounted by a coronet. 

“*Pa, buy me that?’ she said. 

““*Buy you that?’ her father chuckled. 
‘Why, girlie, you’ve got to be a duchess 
to wear that.’ 

“The girl tossed her head. 

“*Vou buy it,’ she said. ‘I'll find the 
duke.’”’—Detroit Free Press. 


After the Air Raid on Paris 
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“* Dis, maman, les Boches ont donc peur de nous?” 
“Mamma, are the Boches afraid of us children?”’—La Victoire (Paris). 








EFFICIENCY 





NO, 


Too Much for Him—tThe president 
of one of the big eastern railroads last 
year started an efficiency campaign on 
his system. He figured out a plan of 
bonuses and promotions for the men who 
had shown capability and promptness 
and energy in the discharge of their 
duties. To him was brought the name 
of one employe who, in twenty-two years 
of service, had never been late, had never 
missed a day from his duties and had 
never been reprimanded for inattention. 
Highly pleased, the president sent for the 
model to come to headquarters to be 
questioned, complimented and _ finally 
rewarded. 

Next day the paragon was shown into 
the chief’s office. He proved to be a 
shaggy-headed, middle-aged individual 
in rough clothing. 

“‘T’ve heard splendid things about your 
record,” said the great man. ‘“ Now tell 
me, just what are your duties?” 

“Well, sir,” stated the visitor, “it’s 
my job to stay on the platform out here 
at Holidayville and every time a train 
pulls into the station I walk down along 
her and rap on all the wheels with a 
hammer. I’ve been doing that stiddy 
ever sence I went to work fur the 
road.” 

“Tn the name of heaven, what do you 
do that for?’’ demanded the astonished 
president. 

The efficient one scratched his head. 

““Boss,”’ he answered truthfully, “I’m 
darned ef I know!”—Saturday Evening 
Post. 








The Scandinavian Squeeze Play 


By Lawton MAcKALL 


EROES and heroines have ever been as clay 
in the hands of the author who authorizes 
them, but it remained for Ibsen to treat his 
pet protagonists like toothpaste in a tube. 
Deftly, with fingers of Fate, he exerts pres- 

sure upon the specially-designed container until the 
victim is at last oozed out. A pretty process. 

This compelling method is the acme of Art. For Art 
consists in conveying a unified impression by eliminating 
superfluous details; and Ibsen certainly knows how to 
eliminate his leading personages after proving them 
unnecessary details in the cosmos, and the audience gets 
a vivid and unified impression of what happens. 

Lately we have been favored by Arthur Hopkins 
with three of these squeeze plays, brilliantly produced 
and acted. (Of course the press 
critics, those Infallible Elect, roasted 
certain of the players and sagely 
pointed out that the settings weren’t 
particularly Scandinavian; but even 
aside from this recommendation the 
performances were of a high order.) 
Alla Nazimova took the principal part 
in each. In ‘*The Wild Duck” and 
“Hedda Gabler” she faithfully shot 
herself (using the same pistol in both 
dramas); and yet had gumption left 
to quit her home forever in “A Doll’s 
House.” Indeed, the lady is unique. 
No other actress in America has slain 
herself so indefatigably; when in the 
pink of condition, she can commit 
self-destruction eight times a week 
and keep her health. For the last 
two years, playing “War Brides” she 
clicked the fatal trigger twice daily, 
and hence this season she was in ideal 
trim for Ibsen. 

The three squeeze plays are per- 
haps perfect of their kind. “The 
Wild Duck” is about a wistful little 
girl whose finish was settled even be- 
fore she was born. Her father, a rich 
and cruel man, neglected to marry her 
serving-maid mother, yet had the 
presence of mind to secure for her 
instead a lazy, impractical photogra- 
pher as a husband. The latter, not 
knowing himself to be a father in 
name only, was tremendously fond of 
the child, and the home, though un- 
plutocratic, was a happy one. Then 





“And supposing the pistol was not stolen, 
and the owner 1s discovered? 
What then?” 


the rich man’s son—a blithering ass with humani- 
tarian intentions—got an inkling that something 
was wrong, broke with his father and went to 
“help” the unjustly treated family by getting at 
the truth; thereby precipitating a situation that 
resulted in the wrecking of such happiness as had 
existed and unwittingly prompting the over-sensitive 
girl, whose plight was heightened by oncoming blind- 
ness, to put herself out of the world. All through the 
play you feel that the poor thing‘never had a chance. 
Humor, subtle character-drawing and human dialogue 
are there, but you can’t escape the idea that Ibsen had 
the cards stacked. 
A lady of whom he could hardly be said to have 
taken advantage, was Hedda Gabler. Her elimination 
from this earthly sphere was not due 
we to doped circumstances, but to her 
} peculiar personality. She was a vam- 
pire suffering from acute ennui. 
Writhing in boredom, she yearned to 
control some man’s destiny—even 
her husband’s; but somehow she 
never could succeed; even a lover 
whom she persuaded to commit sui- 
cide did it in the wrong way. In the 
end there was nothing left for her but 
to do it herself—the right way, with 
womanly neatness. Nazimova played 
this part very originally: instead of 
doing the deed and then wriggling 
expiringly, she wriggled untiringly all 
evening wntil then, in anticipation. 

The third lady, heroine of “A 
Doll’s House,” Ibsen permitted to 
remain in existence on condition she 
left her husband and children. 

Some people called these plays 
dull, others found them depressing; 
but to the majority they were stimu- 
latingly interesting. As for the Ibsen- 
ese gloom, connoisseurs relish it as an 
unusual shiver. When Alla and Hen- 
rik unite to concoct pessimism, there 
is a murky fervor, an unearthly gloat 
about the proceedings, resembling the 
caldron-joviality of the witches in 
“Macbeth.” “ Double, double toil and 
trouble,” bubble with extreme zest. 

Even suicides of disillusioned 
souls are not necessarily depressing. 
Mr. R. L. Goldburg, the philosopher- 
artist, has proved that. 
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From “Tue Witp Duck” (Left) 
Hepvic: Isn’t there any little 
thing I could help you with, father? 
her scholar h a , : Hiaumar (a self-pitying dawdler) : 
TESMAN: No! For Heaven’s € ole «ee # Oh,no. Itis right that I should bear 
sake! Hedda | site ——————<—_—_— the whole burden 
darling—drop —so long as my 
that dan- strength 
gerous holds 
thing! out. 



















From “Heppa GaBLerR” 
Hedda’s peculiar ideas of play- 


fulness are at times too much for 











Broadway 
Has at Last Discovered 


IBSEN 


(as he is Nazimovaed) 

















(Above). Hedda’s one-time lover is 
now her husband’s rival for a professor- 
ship, and has written a great book to es- 
tablish his claim. Also, he has a new 
affinity, who has helped him with the book. 
Then fate delivers the manuscript of this 
work into Hedda’s hands. Sitting by the 
cheerful open fire she donates it, shredded, 
to the flames. 


Heppa: Now I am burning 
your child, Thea! — Burning it, 
curly-locks! Your child and 
Eilert Lévborg’s. I am burning 
—I am burning your child! 


Heppa: I often think there is only 
one thing in the world that I have 
any turn for. 

Brack: Andwhatis that, ifI mayask? 

Heppa: Boring myself to death. 


From “Tue Witp Duck” (Right) 

Hepvic: Have you been getting some 
hot water, grandfather? 

Oxtpv Expat (who has come inio pos- 
session of a bottle of brandy and is 
planning a secret nip): Yes, hot water; 
want it for something. Want to write, 
and the ink got as thick as porridge. 
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Jupce pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
for publication, and each week $5 1s awarded for the best original joke received 


Abe’s Challenge 

By Private Reep Rennie, Battery C, 58th Artillery 
BE, who was new to the army, was 
placed on guard. During the day all 
had gone smoothly, and he was gaining in 
self-assurance. Before he went out with 
his relief at 9 p. m., the Corporal asked 
him if he knew his General Orders and 

how to challenge anyone at night. 
“Sure,” said Abe; “‘I’ll tell him in a 


high-pitched voice, that he should 
stop.” 
“That’s it. ‘Halt! Who is there?’ 


But suppose he doesn’t stop?” 

“Vell, I’ll tell him vonce, then I tell him 
again, then I’ll s‘.oot him in th’ head.” 

“Fine,” grinned the Corporal. ‘Look 
out for the Officer of the Day when he 
makes his tour of inspection. Halt him 
sharply. If you don’t—wow! Pull in 
your neck!” 

“Ha, Ha! Don’t vorry!” 

Abe had been walking his post for a 
little more than an hour. The night was 
clear, and there was a moon. He was 
getting lonesome, and was just a bit 
nervous. The trees and shadows made 
figures that moved with the leaves, and 
did not answer when challenged. It was 
disconcerting. 

A step sounded, and a form came out 
of the shade along the path. Abe stood 
with open mouth. The form came into 
the light of the moon, and Abe recognized 
the Officer of the Day. He heaved a 
great breath of relief and said: ‘Oh, it’s 
you, isit? By golly, you scared me some- 
think awful.” 


An Important Post 


By First Sergeant Aurrev E. McKenney, (Co. B, 56th 
Infantry 


First private—I had a pretty important 
post when I was on guard last night. 

Second private—How was that? 

First private—I was guarding the guns 
so they wouldn’t go off. 


Softy 
By Private Wau. J. Ricn, Bat. D, 103d Field 
Question—Why is a slacker like a lemon 
meringue pie? 
Answer—Because he’s yellow all the 
way through and hasn’t crust enough to 
go Over the Top. 
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Drawn by Doc Ranxtn, Sanitary Dept., 23rd Infantry 


A *“Scrub’’ Marine 





This Week’s $5 Prize Winner 
By Norman Brupenett, Junior Wireless Opera- 
tor, U. 8. Transport “Craster Hall” 

“T° WO sailors aboard a tramp steamer 

had succeeded in putting a cargo bug 
in the captain’s binoculars. That afternoon 
as he was scanning the horizon he suddenly 
exclaimed: 

“Lifeboat on our port side rowing like 
mad, with eight oars! Launch the dory 
immediately and to the rescue!” 

The order was carried out, and all speed 
was made toward the lifeboat. Of course 
when an observation was made at the point 
where the small craft was supposed to be, 
nothing was to be seen. 

o Torpedoed!” muttered the skipper. 
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Drawn by J. A. F. Wonntnk, Unit Q, Fort McPher- 


son, Ga. 





No Reason for Alarm 
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The Millennium 

By Private M. V. Sumxo, 304th Infantry Medical Corps 
"THE 2,000 negroes who reached Camp 

Devens recently have furnished 
much humor. On one occasion a com- 
pany was lined up to receive clothes allow- 
ances. A large, shiftless African took his 
uniform with some misgiving. He stared 
at the supply sergeant and asked: 

“Say, man, do we get these yere clo’z 
fer nothin’?”’ 

“Yep. Hurry! pass along.’ 

*‘An’ say, man, do we get three meals 
a day fer nothin’? persisted the recruit. 

“Of course! Pass along, now.” 

“An’, an’—we get thirty dollahs a 
month besides?” incredulously. 

“Yes, sure. Why?” The 
was aggravated. 

The negro shook his head, his eyes 
bulged; then he exploded with a sigh: 
“Gosh A’mighty. Why ain’t dis Kayzer 
start dis war er long time ago?” 


’ 


sergeant 


Not a Chance 

By Major C. W. Russext, Rich Field, Waco, Texas 

Mike and Pat belonged to an Irish 
regiment and were inseparable until 
Mike got a commission. Mike was quite 
puffed up over the idea and entirely ig- 
nored his former companion. Pat’s 
Irish finally got the best of him and ap- 
proaching the new lieutenant with his 
most military salute, he said, “ Lootinant, 
phwat would happen if a private should 
call the lootinant a lobster to the lootin- 
ant’s face?” 

Mike replied that a 
would most likely happen. 

“And phwat would happen if the pri- 
vate only thought that uf the lootin- 
ant?” 

Mike didn’t see that anything could be 
done in that case. 

“Well,” said Pat, “Oi’ll let it go at 
that.” 


court-martial 


Conservation 


By Private Harry Wrcorr, 21st Company, 153d Bri- 
gade 


Captain—My wife is helping to con- 
serve our food. 

Major—How so? 

Captain—She has succeeded in hiring 
a copless cook. 
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The Notion Counter 


By Dovucias MALtocu 


HAT your wife thinks you want to 
W know when she writes isn’t that 
she loves you but how much a 
yard she paid for the cretonne. 
’ | want the bride in the diner to know 
that when I stare at her it is because it 
carries me back twenty years. 

I have made only casual observation, 
but am inclined to believe that the smok- 
ing room talker blooms in greatest lux- 
uriance in the South. 

No man ever loves a girl in spite of her 
imperfections, because if he realizes her 
imperfections then he doesn’t love 
her. 

When a man is called on the carpet it 
isa safe guess that he is going to be asked 
to beat it. 

They talk about the doctors, but it is 
a poor jeweler who can’t find something 
the matter with a watch. 

When you are crossing the plains of 


Nebraska, you become convinced that 


this country could have been made half 
the size. 

A house with a husband and three 
children is about as easy to keep clean as 
a white mule. 

It is all right if a girl loses her heart if 
she doesn’t also lose her head. 

It is too bad that somebody doesn’t 
invent a machine to utilize the energy 
that slams doors. 


Whoever said “Oh, ye of little faith” 


i didn’t know how much oil stock is sold 


in this country. 


Earliest Effort 
Adam was condemned to the sweat of his 
brow. 
“And that figleaf is the best sweater Eve 
can make,”’ he sneered. 


Art Is Long 
“You have to start early to be a great pian- 


ist.’ 


“T imagine so. It must take years to grow 
all that hair.” 


Helping Him Some 
She—What did your rich uncle say when you 


> asked him to help you make a name? 


He—Gave me a copy of the city directory. 


No Trick at All 
Jones—Can you manage to meet your ex- 
penses? 
Jorkins—Meet them? Jerusalem, man, I 
can’t run away from them! 


Matrimonial 
Brown—Your daughter married a man that 
was well off, didn’t she? 


Drown—Yes, but he didn’t know then he was. 


Precocious Sagacity 
Teacher—Why, Tommy, you’ve got every- 
thing on this map 1n the wrong place. 
Tommy—I did this to fool the enemy. 
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' Military N27 


Kah Service Outfit 


‘Over there” in the trenches and training grounds 
— “Over here’’ in the big camps—everywhere—most 
of our boysareshaving with the GEM—New Khaki 
Service Outfit. Strong enough to stand the hardest 
service, but marvelously light, neat, compact—fits in any- 
where—makes shaving easier, quicker, more comfortable. 





Note—The indispensable stropping handle is included 
in every set—keeps blades smooth, sharp—doubles 
their life—saves expense of new blades. Blades in 
sealed waxed paper wrapped package, repelling any 
attack of rust or dust—no conditions of heat, cold or 
dampness affect them. 


Gem Military 
$ 00 Outfit includes $ 35 
“~~ razor complete 
with sever Gem 
Damaskeene 
without Blades and Strop- With, 


Trench ; 
mirror ping Handle. mirror 


Complete 
Compact 







(Add 50c for Canada) 


Ask for the GEM at your 

dealer, or the Post Exchange, 

Camp Canteens, or Quarter- 
master’s Depot. 
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Gem Cutlery Company, Inc. 
New York 


Canadian Branch, 591 St. Catherine St., W., Montreal 
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W. 42nd St. Eveni 
Matinees Wednes 
Saturday at 2:30 
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ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 
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BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 











By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 
WEST 42 


REPUBLIC wc! wi’ 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


ST. 
and 


NIGHTS 
Sat. at 


8:30. 
2230. 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


‘Mt aR LAENE HL aa 


| 


| 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND | 





Evs. 


8:20. 


COHAN & HARRIS Mats Wed. and Sat. 2:20. | 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 
Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Pla 


with GRANT MITCHELL 





Evs. 
Tire. & Sat. 


WINTER GARDE 


Mats. gus. | 
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by HARRY JAMES SMITH | 





AL JOLSON 1, “SINBAD” 





BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. 8%) 23° at 
The STUART 
WALKER CO 
in y arkington’ 3 


Mats 
2:30 


SEVENTEEN 





39th or. Bway. 


Maxine Elliott’s 


Evs. 8: 30. 


EYES OF YOUTH iter 








A os T oO i=4 Broadway and 45th Street. Evenings 8:15 
4 Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 
wesc. ROCK-A-BYE BABY 
COMEDY “f,a°" 
Cc ASINO Broadway and 30th Street. Evenings 8:15 | 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 | 


Clifton Crawford in FANCY FREE) 





The Milk Maid’s Garden 
By Cuartes Le Roy 
ARY DADE was a dairymaid, 
Who dug her a garden with a spade; 
And it was a dairy garden, too; 


Epson 


For here are the things that her garden grew: 


A bull rush border hedged it round, 

The cow pea thrived in the fertile ground, 
The milk weed flourished in between, 
And last in the plot was the butter bean 
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| Broadway and Theresbouts 


An Intimate Revue of 
the New York Theatres 


By L. M. 


SLOAN EAA Al 








SRatti CM a a nT Mv Na Aa MAINED 

BetinpA—Empire. Effervescence of a 
Punch editor daintily served by Ethel 
Barrymore. 

Bic Scene, Tue; Ite; THe Mar or 
France—Greenwich Village. Salt-sea 
tragedy sandwiched in between crisp 
comedies. 

Bustness Berore PLeasurE—Eltinge. 
A long laugh and a merry one. 

CoprpeRHEAD, THe—Shubert. Were it 
not for the last act Milt’s patriotic 
sacrifice would go unhonored, and 
Lionel Barrymore would be _ propor- 
tionately less famous. 

CuRE FOR CURABLES, 309th Street. Dr. 
William Hodge prescribes garden exer- 
cise for that tired feeling. 

Eyes or Youtu—Maxine Elliott. A 
mystic Hindoo juggles Marjorie Ram- 
beau’s future for her. 

Fancy Free—Casino. 
lessly. 

Fio-FLo—Cort. Musical show with flimsy 
lingerie as a substitute for the usual 
flimsy plot. 





Kills time pain- 


Goinc Up—Liberty. A shy groundling 
becomes an amorous aviator. 

Jack O’ Lantern—Globe. Fred Stone 
continues on the crest of the wave. 

Just Arounp THE CoRNER—Gatety. 
Marie Cahill’s latest. 

Kiss Burciar, TuHe—Cohan. Lots of 


clever music, some really funny scenes, 
and alas, some excruciating mush about 
white violets. 

Litrte Teacuer, THE 
Mary Ryan upsets conventions 
Vermont hollow. 

LomBarp!, Ltp.—Morosco. Tito creates 
gowns for the ladies, and the ladies 
create trouble for Tito. 

Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Toe—48th 
Street. Instead of bothering to cross the 
Channel he bags Boches right inEngland. 

MARRIAGE OF CONVENIENCE, A—Henry 
Miller. Exquisitely ornamented piece, 
period of Louis Tiffany. 

Maytime—Broadhurst. Charles Purcell 
and Peggy Wood make love to each 
other, first as themselves and then as 
their descendants. 

Mipnicut Frotic—New Amsterdam Roof. 
Where the Welsh rarebit and the 
dream-vision may be enjoyed at the 
same time. 

Mipnicut Revue—Century Grove. Sump- 
tuous scrumptiousness. 
Nancy Lee—Hudson. A 

frisks with the bow-wows. 

Ou, Lapy, Lapy!—Princess. 
ever. 

Ou, Loox!—V anderbilt. 
some nifty geese. 

Parr or Petticoats, A—Bijou. A fair 
trouble-maker is wittily bulldozed. 


Playhouse. 
in a 


lorn widow 
Smartest 


Harry Fox and 
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Partor, BepRoom AND Batu—Re public. 
A discussion of the road-housing prob. 


lem. 

Potty Witu a Past—Belasco. As 4 
special favor she “ruins” a young 
man’s life. 

Rarnpow Girt, Toe—New Amsterdam, 
Urban color; Hirsch melody; Wolf 
wit; and Billy Van exuberance. 


Rock-a-Bye Basy—Astor. “ Baby Mine” 
become suddenly musical. 

SeveN Days’ Leave—Park. Spy melo- 
drama featuring a submarine chaser 
in a one-piece bathing suit. 


SEVENTEEN—Booth. Willie Baxter’s 
first affair. Costume by Mr. Baxter, 
Sr. 


Sinsap—W inter Garden. Al Jolson, trou- 
badour and connoisseur of beauty. 
Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
Summoning all his nerve, Bart shinnies 
up the social ladder seven rungs at a 

time. 

Ticer Rose—Lyceum. A French-Cana- 
dian lass and her lover defy the law in 
the wilds, but obey Mr. Belasco im- 
plicitly. 


The re of Investment 
A. L. 
onan put a valuation 
On each kiss she gave to me; 
Every kiss must help the nation 
Through the Loan of Liberty. 


SALMON 


. 


Thus she meant it for a testing 

Of the zeal with which I burn— 
Every kiss a safe investing 

With a prompt and sweet return. 


udge 


The 
publication is to preach 


the gospel of cheerfulness 
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June 1, 1918 
Politics 
From the N. Y. City Hall Mail Bag 
i the President of the Board of 


Education—Dear Sir: The bearer 
of this letter has been supplying 
me with newspapers for the last twenty 


Voll years from his stand on Bushwick Avenue, 
4 where he also carries an interesting side- 
- line of lead pencils, chocolate lollipops, and 
marbles. You will therefore appoint him 
elo. Associate Superintendent of the Public 
— Schools and will take care to be guided 
, in your policies by his advice. Otherwise 
al I enclose a stamped and self-addressed 
cer, envelope for your resignation. 
a Yours, etc. 
vii _ To the Commissioner of Street Clean- 
sal ing—Dear Sir: Immediately on receipt of 
a this notice please appoint bearer chief 
| auditor in department and consult with 
wi him every morning on the management 
na of your department. Mr. Angelo Perotti 


is eminently qualified, having for the last 
ten years daily polished my boots on his 
popular stand near Myrtle Avenue and 
attended to such half sole repairs as have 
arisen in connection with the children’s 
shoes. Failure to receive your consent 
by return mail, will prove you to be much 
more unfit for your position than I 
thought you was when I appointed 
you. 
Yours, etc. 


To the Commissioner of the Fire De- 
partment—Dear Sir: The bearer of this 
letter is justly famous as one of the best- 
known furnace-tenders in the Williams- 
burg section, quiet in manner, and rea- 
sonable in his charges. I under- 
stand that he celebrated his fifty-third 
birthday yesterday, and I think it only 
the graceful thing that he be appointed 
Chief of High Water Pressure Bureau in 
your department, with a veto on all such 
action as may come up for your approval. 
Failure to comply with my request will 
confirm my worst suspicions regarding 
your incompetence for the position you 
now hold. 

Yours, etc. 


To the Board of Charity Commission- 
ers—Dear Sirs: I am writing this letter 


in duplicate, the other copy going to the 
Commissioner of Docks. It concerns one 
Jabez Jones, a second cousin of one of 
my brothers-in-law, who is now on his 
way from Kalamazoo with the intention 
of making his permanent home in Brook- 
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Wizard Repeating === 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage. 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by inail, 500. Rubber covered Holster, 10c. With Pistol, 55¢. 
order or postage stamps, no coin. 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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THE PRESENT: W.L.DOUGLAS FACTORY AT BROCKTON, Mass. 


WHERE 4000 SKILLED SHOEMAKERS ARE EMPLOYED. 
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ORIGINAL PLEASANT ST. FACTORY 





Output 840 Pairs per Day 


SPRING ST. FACTORY 
Which was Mr. Douglas’ First Gaokse Factory 
Output #80 Fairs Per Day 











FACTORY, SHOWING THE 30 X 60 FT. ROOM 
sn which Mr. Douglas begee Manutacturing July 6,1876 
Output 48 Pairs per Day 


THE BOY WHO PEGGED SHOES 


THE GROWTH OF THE W.L.DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 


Copyright,W.L. Douglas ShoeCo. 





-L. DOUGLAS 


“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 


$3 $350 $4 $450 $5 $6 $7 & $ 
You can save money by wearing *o, 
W. L. Douglas shoes. The best 
known shoes in the world. The ac- 5 
tual value is determined and W.L. 
Douglas name and the retail price 
stamped on the bottom before 
the shoes leave the factory, which 

arantees their value and abso- 
jutely protects you against high 
prices and unreasonable profits. 


"The quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
a n ane fine — smart [Sage d 
styles are the leaders in the fashion centres, _ 
of America. They are made in a well- ~ a 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by $3 $2.50 $2 
the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
‘The retail prices are the same everywhere. They cost no 
more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CAUTION — Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name 
and the retail price is stamped on the bottom and the inside 
top facing. This absolutely protects you against high 
prices and unreasonable projits. BEWARE OF FRAUD, 
Sold by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not conven- 
ienttocallat W.L.Douglasstore,ask your local dealer forthem. Takeno other 
make. Write for booklet, showing how to ordershoes by mail, postage free. 
President 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 


























lyn. 
is found on your Board. 


You will kindly see that a vacancy 
I am sending 


vacation, and so assure a continuity of 
policy and intelligence in this most im- 


similar instructions to the Park Commis- 
sioner. As soon as possible after Mr. 
Jabez Jones’s arrival I shall determine 
whether his talents best fit him for the 
Charities Board or the Dock Department, 
and shall notify you accordingly. 

Yours, etc. 


To the Mayor of New York City— 
Dear Sir: The bearer of this letter, Jim- 
mie Smith, aged thirteen, has just com- 
pleted the seventh grade in the elemen- 
tary schools, where his rank was between 
65 and 72 per cent. You will kindly en- 
trust him with the powers of the Execu- 
tive the next time you are off on 


portant office. 


Yours, etc., 
FATHER KNICKERBOCKER. 


—N.Y. Evening Post. 


Wayvburn—My uncle left $1,000 yesterday. 


Left It Anyway 


Woodlot—Left it to you? 
Wavburn—No; left it on a street car. 


Brayton—I don’t think the medical profession 
has done as much to relieve suffering as some 


others. 


They Lead 


His Wife—What, for instance? 
Brayton—Piano tuners. 
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Ingrams Rouge 
It gives the charming colorfulness of 
natural health, Safe for the most deli- 
cate skin. Cannot be detected. Daintily 


perfumed. Solid cake — no porcelain 
plate. Three shades. 50c. 


Ingram’s Milkweed Cream 


A cream your skin will like. Has distinct quali- 
ties that keep the skin in healthy condition. Not 
like ordinary “face cream.” Cleanses and softens 
perfectly. . and $1 sizes. 

‘*There Is Beauty in Every Jar.’’ 
Send us a dime for our Guest Room Pack- 
age containing Ingram’s Face Powder and Rouge 
in novel purse kets, and Milkweed Cream, 
Zodenta Tooth Powder, and Ingram’s Perfume 
in Guest Room sizes. (78) 

Frederick F. Ingram Co. 


Established 1885 
Windsor, Canada 101 Tenth St., Detroit, U.S, A. 
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A Trying Life 
The army is a trying life for Gerald, who 
always picked his neckwear in Tones and 
Tints.—Trench and Camp. 


Free Speech 
(Overheard at Philadelphia.) 

Q. M. Sergeant Schwarts—What is the exact 
meaning of the term “ free speech’”’ anyway ? 

Q. M. Sergeant South (thoughtfully) —I 
guess free speech is merely saying what you 
please to people you can lick —Marines’ 
Magazine. 


Infantry 

















—Wadsworth Gas Attack. 








FREE Trial 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
Your cholee of 9 styles of the famou« 
Piedmont genuine Southern Red Cedar 
Chests. 15 days’ free trial. We 
pay the freight. A Piedmont pro- 
teets fars, woolens and plumes 
from moths, mice dust and damp. 
Distinetively beaatiful. Won- 
dertal’y asetal and economical. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest 
birthday or wedding gift. Write today for big Catalog. Postpaid tree. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 45, Statesville, N. C. 





Direct from 
Factory to Home 























FUN FROM THE FIGHTERS 


Good Things in Our Army and Navy Publications 








Our Ladies’ Column 


By Aunt Martua 


Snide Talks with the Girls 


Aunt Martha, the famous expert on affairs of the heart, 
keeps this column open to all Marines and their sweet- 
hearts who need advice. Aunt Martha does not answer 
technical questions, however. Several queries were 
received last month as to whether a man’s getting mar- 
ried would free him from the possibility of being drafted. 
She can only say that all men married since May 18th are 
subject to the draft and that those who married before 
then are probably ready by this time to enlist anyhow, so 
what's the difference? Questions of a more tender nature 
are in her line and that of her assistant, Sergeant Mulligan. 

Miss W., Headquarters (second floor)—I 
have received your sweet letter, my dear girl, 
informing me that the sentiments you enter- 
tain toward Sergeant Caslin are rather tender. 
I don’t wonder at it, as who could resist that 
pulchritudinous combination of military grace 
and martial bearing? Yes, I believe in iove 
at first sight. In fact, Corporal Jones tells me 
he once fell desperately in love with a girl 
before he even saw her. He read about her 
in Bradstreet’s. 


Bayonet Charge 
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—The Broadside. 


From Q. M. Sergeant Johnson, Norfolk— 
Dear Aunt Martha—I am deeply interested in 
a young lady—a deep brunette—who lives in 
Portsmouth in what is generally known as the 
Island. What do you think is the general 
belief among young ladies—do they like mus- 
taches or not? If you think she would like me 
better I’ll grow one. 

Answer—We put your question to one of 
our yeogirls on the second floor, John, and 
when we asked her about mustaches she said 
she couldn’t express an opinion because she so 
rarely came in contact with one. 


Agnes, Georgetown—No, dear, that fight be- 
tween Sergeant Yauch and Private Brown 
was not serious. It was simply a trifling dis- 
pute over the merits of the respective lunch- 


| 














rooms at which they take their midday meals 
and the clash arose when each One claimed 
that his own lunchroom could put the thinnest 
slice of ham in a sandwich. 


The Ideal Soldier 











“And who are you?” 

“Mercy goodness sakes! Don’t you know 
me? Why, I’m the typical American ‘Sammie’ 
you see on magazine covers.” (More business 
for the Base Hospital.) —Wadsworth Gas Attack. 


From Sergeant Lindemann, Headquarters— 
Dear Aunt Martha—lI notice that you are fre- 
quently asked about matters connected with the 
tender passion in your columns. Why is it 
that you always refer to love as being of the 
heart? 

Answer—lust to show, Sergeant, that the 
brains have nothing whatever to do with it. 

Marines’ Magazine. 
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Hotel Marseilles 


Broadway and 103 Street stew Dork City 


A MAGNIFICENT FIREPROOF HOTEL 
SUBWAY ENTRANCE AT DOOR 


Room & Bath, $2.50 per day up 
CLIFFORD A. STORM, MGR. 





Booklet on request 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 





Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses: 


30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





WRITE THE \VOROS FOR A SONG 


We write music and assist in securing publisher's ac- 
ceptance. Submit poems on war, love or any subject. 


CHESTER MUSIC COMPANY 
638 South Dearborn St., Suite 253, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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Diet 


What the Sailor Will Wear 


By Our Own Beaunasu 

HE toilette kit, way and above all 
7 other considerations, should come 
first. ‘The sailor who ever hopes to 
rise to any degree of social prominence in 
the Navy, must stand or fall by the con- 
tents of his toilette kit. If necessary, one 
should spend one’s whole first liberty in 
seeing that this kit is 
not only well stocked, 
but daintily stocked. 
One of course must 
have a complete mani- 
cure set, including cu- 
ticle scissors, hypo- 
dermic needle, nail 
polish and a buffer— 
never forget the buf- 
fer. Then should come the toilette water 
—Parfum of the Alley is regarded highly 
this season. It has an elusive yet appeal; 
ing fragrance that is guaranteed to en- 
tice the most grim-visaged jimmylegs into 
something nearly approaching a smile— 
asort of acoy grin. The sailor, alone and 
unprotected in the Navy, should never 
hesitate to make use of little wiles of this 
nature in order to gain his point or escape 
extra duty. Military brushes, it goes 
without saying, are essential. One of 
course need never use 
these articles; as a mat- 
ter of fact one never 
does, but one at least 
should have them handy 
in case the movie man 
should drop around 
some early morning— 
heroes, ye know, always 
brush their hair with 
military brushes. It is 
so splendidly masculine. 
By the way, the wrist 
watch is becoming so 
popular in the Navy now-a-days that the 
sailor who does not wish to be classed 
with the common herd should wear it 
around his ankle just above the flare of 

the trousers.— The Broadside. 





PARFUM OF THE ALLEY 
HAS AN APPEALING 
FRAGRANCE 





THE ANKLE WATCH 


And Audible 
Artilleryman—“Is Jim back from the Base 
Hospital yet?” 
Doughboy—‘‘ Yes, we’re glad to hear him 
eating with us again.”’— Trench and Camp. 
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If He Were Boss 
When these balmy spring days come over, the 
buckaroo private policing the barrack spends 
all his time trying to pick out the non-com he 
would execute first if he were commander-in- 
chief of the army.—Trench and Camp. 


In the Way 

An army chaplain came across a baggage 
column with a wagon stuck fast. 

“Men, I see you’re in difficulties,” he said. 
“Can I be of any assistance?” 

“Yes, sir,” explained one of the drivers, “by 
making yourself scarce. You see, we can’t 
very well say to the horses what they’d under- 
stand while you’re about.”—Camp Dix Times. 


**Never Mind 


FRIEND !1 


IN THE 


MEDICAL CORPS 
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‘‘War Babies”’ 


"THIS amusing picture in full colors, 

9x12, mounted on a heavy 
mat, ready for the frame, will be 
sent postpaid for twenty-five cents 
Judge Art Print Department 


225 Fifth Avenue 


New York City 




















A Fine Little Dog 
Gob— What a fine little dog you have there; 
can he do any tricks? 
Yeomanette—Yes, he'll get your hat for 
you.—Our Navy. 


Bull’s Eye Every Time 
They ought to paint a picture of the Kaiser 
in the center of the targets on the rifle range. 
It would improve the scores.—Great Lakes 
Bulletin. 


Afer a Few Weeks 
After a few weeks it’s an easy matter to 
fraternize with the lumps in the straw tick.— 
Trench and Camp. 


the Guard!”’ 


Weve NO 

FRIEND, IN THE 

MEDICAL CORPS! 
HALT }) 





—Weadsworth Gas Attack. 


Honest Bones 

Bones Jones always was a sport. Before 
Bones came into the Navy as a ship’s cook he 
won many a roll with the old ivories. One 
day a judge fined him $5 for some chickens 
Bones stole on Monday night, whereupon 
Bones replied, “‘ Make it $30, Jedge, and that’ll 
be up to and including Saturday night, suh.””— 
Our Navy. 


What He Said 
An M. P. said he was directing traffic at a 
corner along the cantonment pike when he 
signalled a Ford permission and it ran up his 
sleeve.—Trench and Camp. 
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NON-INTOXICATING 
NO GOVERNMENT 


TE ae. 


Than All the Fizz Beverages in the Land” 


Writes one who has tried it 


Up-to-Date Grocers, Druggists and Dealers 
c. H. EVANS 4& SONS Established 1786 HUDSON, N. Y.| 


HOTEL FLANDERS WW ORME 

ORK CITY 
JUST OFF BROADWA‘ 

The right kind of a hotel in the right locality In the beart -Y the theater district and 

adjacent tothe shopping centers. Positively Greproof. Excellent culsine and an ex- 

ceptional orchestra A large addition just completed, containing library, grill and 

billiard ball. = Handsomely Furnished py Private Bath. 

$2.00 PER DAY UPWAR 
From Grand Sentral Station, cars marked «+ Broadway” - A transfer; Pennsylvania 
Station, 7th Ave. cars without transfer. Booklet upon request. H. BR. Shares, Prop. 























Six o’Clock Senses 
By Biytue Suerwoop 


HE minute I set eyes on her 
I laughed. 
Not loudly, of course, but sort of under my breath. | 
For I knew 
That it would not be long 
Before 
I had her crushed to me. 
What had made me latigh 
Was the manner in which 
She vainly held herself aloof. 
Her beautiful eyes 
Glistened defiantly 
Yet the time came, at last, 
When I felt the silky lashes 
Brush my cheeks. 
Her lips looked the deliciousness 
Of their taste; but they were denied me 
As her irresistible curls and fluffy hat 
_ Were lost in the depths of my shoulder. 
But 
How she was squeezed! 
It seemed as though 
I had a heart on each side 
Because the pitapat of hers 
Throbbed my whole being. 
I heard a soft sigh . . . 
Perhaps it had been a giggle; 
For my dream-castles tumbled over 


When she got out at her subway station 











PRESS CLIPPING 


ROMEIKE’ BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be ‘“up-to- 
date."" Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 

New York 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., 

















DWAY at 63rd Street, NEW YORK 
Mo conveniently situated hotel at popular rates in the 
heart of ev i ng F pate wo cinglc rooms, $1. Room with 
Bedroom and bath {foe 2)$2.50. 
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The Inconsistent Villager 


By Mary Granam Bonner 


. HE Village,” is the name by which 
i that section of New York is known 
where live the authors, real and in- 
different, poets, those who write verses, 
and those who write nondescript things, 
artists who dabble in paints and artists 
who paint pictures. It is the Bohemia 
of New York. Its characters are as 
strange as those any village can boast. 


One, however, reveals strange incon- 
sistencies. 
“Have you seen the last musical 


I once asked her. 
she said haughtily. 
I con- 


comedy ?” 

“Certainly not!” 
“T never see a musical comedy. 
sider them immoral.” 

The next time some of us were dining 
down town. Our heroine ordered a 
drink which even made the hardened 
men of the party sit up with astonish- 
ment. 

“T don’t drink often,” she explained, 
“but when I do I want to really drink.” 

And as she sipped her deadly decoction 
she told us of some “dreadful people” 
who lived in the studio next door who 
indulged in folk-dancing on Sunday. 

But it was only the other day that I 
heard the climax to her inconsistencies. 

She was walking across Brooklyn 
Bridge with a few girls, two of whom 
were eating the contents of a tiny bag of 
salted peanuts. A flippant policeman 
as they passed remarked: 

“Well, girls, goin’ to the circus?” 

“T never heard anything to equal the 
audacity of the policemen in New York,” 
the inconsistent one announced. “They 
interfere so with one’s personal liberty! 
Why, the other day I was smoking in 
Central Park and one of them asked me to 
stop!” 


A Masterpiece 
By S. E. Kiser 


HE best thing that I ever wrote 
Has never graced a printed page; 

*Twas not concerning woman’s vote, 

Nor meant for use upon the stage: 
I wrote it on a lucky day, 

\nd then, with resolution fired, 
Addressed it, after some delay, 

To one whose favor I desired. 


The best thing that I ever wrote 
Will never cause a lump to rise 
In any lonely mother’s throat 
Or help to brighten sparkling eyes; 
No critic ever will exhume 
@r wish to add it to my credit; 
No other than the one to whom 
It was addressed has ever read it. 


The best thing that I ever wrote 
Was not an ode surcharged with wit; 
I added not a single note 
Of humor to enliven it: 
The boss received it when ’twas done; 
A masterpiece he must have thought it: 
In twenty words—no, twenty-one— 
I asked him for a raise, and got it. 
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Leslie-Judge 
Representatives WANTED 
In Small Towns and Country Districts 


Wwe want you to help us introduce to the firesides 
of country homes, The Happy Medium, JUDGE, 
and the magazine of the happy side of the movies, 
FILM FUN, and America’s Only Illustrated News- 
paper, LESLIE’S WEEKLY. 

Young men and young women (17 to 21) preferred. 
No experience necessary. Ve teach and help you to’ 
secure subscriptions for three and six months and a year. 
No Single Copy Sale. 

Use your spare time ev enings, holidays, etc., and earn 
from $5 to $25 a week, or put inall of your ‘time and 
earn double this amount. 

Answer quickly so you can start now. Give population 
and description of town, township or territory you think 
you can cover. 


SUB-AGENCY DEPARTMENT 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 














Those Boche Shells 
From a letter from our former Associate 
Editor, F. Gregory MHartswick, now 


‘ serving under General Pershing in France: 


“The censor won’t let me tell much that 
happened on the front, but I know what 
shells sound like, both ways. They sound 
much nicer going than coming. When a 
shell strikes near one, one goes away from 
there immediately. Shells have their 
uses, I suppose, but they are too abrupt 
about things. A full-grown shell will 
make a house look like a brickyard-dump 
in one and one-fifth seconds. Fortunately, 
many of the shells the Germans send in 
are ‘duds.’ German shells are not nearly 
so enthusiastic as French shells.” 


That ‘‘Squirtive’’ Fruit 


“So you take a cold shower every morning?” 
“Ves, I eat grapefruit regularly for breakfast.” 











A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice, 
and drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you'll make life that much 
cheerier for the men in camp and “over there. 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address — either at camp 
or at the front — and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 


Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
————— 
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The Food Conserver’s Lament 
DO without wheat with great pleasure, 
I eat all the grub on my plates; 
And thoughts of sweet steak I ne’er treasure 
On anti-carnivorous dates. 


I have starved till my palate’s quite dazed, 
For the sake of this food conservation; 
But my stomach is full, and I’m crazed 
With a surfeit of food conversation. 
—Lampoon. 


Don’t Mind! 











He-malemWhat’s the trouble, dear? 

She-male—She called me an old cat. 

He-male—But don’t mind that; you’re not old at 
all—Punch Bowl. 


The First Thing 
“And dear,” said the fair young thing as he 
was leaving, “what would be the first thing you 
would do if I should send you a telegram saying 
that I would be down in April?” 
“Why, I would pay for it.” —Froth. 


She was fourth from the end in the chorus— 
a slender brunette, and she smiled when I 
winked at her. So I went back to the stage door. 
Another chap came out with her, but she called 
tome and said: “Oh, come here—I want you to 
meet my son.” —Punch Bowl. 








COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let’s see what you can do with it. Cartoon- 
ists and illustrators earn from $20.00 to $125.00 
ormore per week. My practical system of per- 
sonal individual lessons bv mail will develop 
your talent. Fifteen years’ successful work for 
newspapers and magazines qualifies me to teach 
you. Send sketch of Uncle Sam with 6c in stamps 
for test lesson plate; alse collection of drawings 
Showing possibilities for YOU. State your age. 


The Landon School 3 {ilvstratine 
1483 Schofield Building, Cleveland, 
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As You Were, Men! 

“But, Madge,” queried a cluster of wide-eyed 
girls, “‘weren’t you dreadfully frightened when 
that soldier tried to put his arms around you? 
What in the world did you do?” 

“Oh, that was easy. I just yelled ‘Attention!’ 
and he was perfectly helpless.’’—Gargoyle. 


An Inspiration 

Artie—I just thought of a good plot for a 
movie. 

Benny—What is it like? 

Artie—The cru-el father comes out and finds 
his cast-off son covering the front of the house 
with white paint. 

Benny—Uh—huh. 

Artie—And then the cru-el father says to the 
son: ‘‘Whad d’ye mean by that?” 

Benny—Uh—huh. 

Artie—And then the cast-off son replies: ‘I 
am doing this because you told me never to 
darken your door again.” —Punch Bowl. 


Well, Then. 
He—Want to go to the movies? 
She—Id like to, but I haven’t any clothes. 
He—Well, then, we'll go to the opera. 
(Wrapped in thought and wearing a smile she 
entered the box.) —Leigh Burr. 


Brilliant Thought 

















“I'll whishel the Star Shpangled Banner and 
make her stand up.”—Lampoon. 


Taken Up Art 
Miss Peachy—Marianne has a new hobby. 
She’s taken up art. 
John Quincy—Yeah? Art who?—Widow. 


In Paris 
In Paris a delicate Mme. 
Traced her pedigree backward to Ame. 
When she dressed up like Eve 
In a smile and leaf 
All the boys on the Bois said she Hme. 
—Tiger. 














Ah, isn’t this cute! 
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‘* The Curse of Drink’’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 





heavy mat, II x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 


for twenty-five cents, stamps. 


Judge Art Print 


Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 











Moving the Queen 

Corpulent occupant of the front seat—Hey, 
young feller, would you mind telling me some- 
thing? 

Y. F.—Yeah? 

C. O. O. F. S—Do you play chess? 

Y. F.—Yeah! 

C. O. O. F. S.—Well, move your queen.— 
Williams’ Purple Cow. 

Those Froshes 

Frosh (excitedly)—Father, I passed Shakes- 
peare today. 

Father (the poor fish)—Did 
Panther. 


he speak?— 


Logical 
“Son, why are you always behind with 
your studies? ” 
“So that 
dear.” Burr. 


I may pursue them, father 








You Cant Lose Your Keys 


If you carry them ina 
DANDA LEATHER KEY-CASE 


WITH YOUR NAME 
STAMPED IN GOLD 
35c hers 60c Ke 
B 6Oc Ker besinite 8Sc fer ben nite 
Postage 25¢ extra if address 
i Prevents keys from 
sestias Saves clothing or handbag 


. Ca f 
ote ttre ce, 


DANDA MFG. CO., 141 Fulton St., N.Y. 


prepaid. 
also is stamped. 
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ll druggists; Soap 25, Ointment 25 and 50, Talcum 25. 
hens free of ““Outicurs, Dept. B, Beston.”” r 
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Thrown Back With a Loss 


By Frep Lapp 


ULU and Lola had been very dear 
friends before the outbreak of the 
Great War. If Lulu and Lola had 

cherished each other before, now they 
were become as two thoughts with but a 
single soul. Do not scrutinize or criticize 
this idea of Lulu and Lola being Thoughts. 
Many a man had nearly perished because 
of their Power. 

When Lola and Lulu stopped gabbing 
at the manicure desks where they were 
employed in the Hotel Bel Cinch there 
was a silence among the patrons that | 
showed up well in comparison with the 
Line of Talk that had prevailed in Peace 
times. Lulu and Lola simply finished each 


HOTEL SEVILLE 


Fifth Ave. and 29th St., New York City 


Convenient to all best shops. 
Ideal for out-of-town visitors. 
Single Rooms with Detached Bath, 
$2.00 per day. 
Single Rooms with Private Bath, 
$2.50 per day upward. 
Rooms, with Bath, for Two, $3 to $5 per day. 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $5 to $10 per day. 


Send for diagram showing fixed rooms prices 


JOHN F. GARRETY, Mer. 

















WHO CAN THINK OF SOME | 


Protect your ideas, they mer bring 


WANTED—AN IDEA! 


simple thing to pate nt? 
you wealth. Write for 
Get Your Patent and 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 


S06 re ee SO 


“Needed Inv entions’ * and “How to 
Your Money.” Randolph & Co.., | 
129, Washington, D. C. | 

















Caloric Poetry 
By Treve Co.tins, Jr. 
O longer do you purchase food according 
to your salary; 
Instead you base your meals upon the Con- 
servation Calory. 


An ordinary mortal needs food units by the score; morning and afternoon. Lulu, who was It will be mailed post free upon receipt of i 
Some need two thousand daily, while _ still a blonde, and Lola, who had tried to be, twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. Write ; 
others want much more. , : . . . 
. ; were each much taken with his fighting . 
So wher. you seek a hash-house and peruse the bil . 
ay Sl a RON ERS pemuee the See eyes, and his svelte chest; they adored Judge Art Print Department 
Vou mete. the Het of colecies techie the feed that’s him. They discussed, that night, not the 225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
there. technique of knitting but the sweet, old, 
And though you yearn for nice, thick steak, intricate technique of Flirtation. ; 
potatoes, peas and such, It is now midnight, of the Fatal Night. 
You find their strength in calories is far, oh, far too Lulu has let down her hair, which reaches pectancy and pretty Innocence, as she 
much. sana : nearly to the second dimple on her left shyly asked, “And what did you tell 
And so with doleful eye you sit, till finally with a knee—“ Lola, He had the sweetest, most Him, Dear?”’ 
s] 7 ? . . . . ? . . Ad 
_— ped ee wrists—did you notice his “T said,” remarked Lulu in a strangely 
pie ! nae ais ti cial wrists?” honeyed tone, “I said that you had tried 
! . ~ , 
“I noticed his wrist went” said Lola; to be ever since I knew you.” 


Some Sense In It 

“We are too likely to accept for wisdom a 
great many old sayings that, in reality, are mere 
stuff and nonsense. There’s that ancient one, 
‘Old friends are the best friends,’ for instance. 
Is there any sense in accepting that as a rule?” 

“T think there is. Our old friends are likely 
to die off pretty soon and cease to come to us 
for favors.”’ 


Roped In 
Knicker—Jones was drafted after he was 
refused as a volunteer. 
Bocker—That’s how you feel when the second 
girl you ask takes you. 





manicure job too swiftly to indulge at all 
in Repartee, and knitted, knit, knit, 
knitted. Then, when night came, they 
got together and discussed the Tech- 
nique. 

We come now to the Fatal night. 

A perfect Dream of an Officer, in a 
wonderful uniform, had presented his 
Nails to Lulu and Lola on the same day, 


“but I do truly believe the most wonder- 
ful thing about him was his waist-line. It 
was absolutely ravishing!” Lola threw a 
perfectly good silk stocking across the 
corner of the mirror. And looked up, 
into Lulu’s eyes, with a haunted look in 
her own. . “Do you know,” she 
dreamily said, “I’ve been wondering 
what kind of a wife He has—that is, 
yaaa 

Lulu laughed: 
were married.” 

Lola blushed prettily, and didn’t finish 
pulling off her second silk stocking. : 
She made a picture, in her Maiden Ex- 


“He asked me if you 





“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 


TS clever picture, a reproduction of one 
of the many popular covers of JUDGE, 
in full colors, mounted on a heavy mat, 11x14, 
ready for framing, makes an attractive decora- 
tion for any man’s “Land.” 









































0. G. STAPLES, Prop. 


1,000 ISLAND HOUSE 


Alexandria Bay, Jefferson County, New York 


d rel d. 


In the Heart of the Th 





In the most enchanting spot in all America, where nature’s charms 
are rarest, 
1,000 Island House. 
living facilities or such luxurious comfort—real 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. 
every hour, or quiet, complete rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used in the House is Filtered. 


all the delights of modern civilization are added in the 
No hotel of the Metropolis provides greater 
HOME comfort 
An amusement for 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


JAMES RUNCIMAN, Mgr. 














Lola’s cheeks blazed. “Do you know,” 
she sweetly said, “He asked me the same 
question about you.’ é 

Lulu tensely asked—“ You said——” 

“TI told him, dear, that you had five 
children at home, and one at the Front.” 


Moral: Beware of the Counter Attack. 


Poetic Justice 
By McLanpsurcu WILSON 


i any man is found 

With treason on his tongue, 

What justice shall we mete? 
How shall his doom be rung? 


To make him kiss the flag 
Atonement will not suit; 

From such polluted lips 
Quite useless is salute. 


On war stamps make him spend 
All riches he has gained, 

And have him lick them fast 
Until his tongue is sprained. 


Strong For It 
“Any community singing in your neighbor 


hood?” 
“The cats go in for it.” 
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Send one to a Soldier in Sime 


ii] ? \ I nite 


N the thirty-two big National Army and Na- 
tional Guard Camps large theaters and tents 
have been put up in which professional theat- 

rical companies are giving regular shows, such as 

“Turn to the Right,” “Inside the Lines,” and 
“Cheating Cheaters.”” Real vaudeville from 
Keith’s circuit by special companies, who will play 
only at the camps; the best concerts, movies and 
lectures will also be given. 

Smileage Books come in two sizes. One contains 
twenty 5-cent coupons and costs $1. The other 
size contains one hundred 5-cent coupons and costs 
$5. ‘The cost of admission to these shows varies 
from two coupons to five coupons, depending on 
the cost of producing the show. It will never be 
over five coupons. The accounts are audited by 
men from the War Department. 

Judge has been appointed a Smileage Head- 
quarters and will receive orders and will forward 
Smileage Books to you or direct to a soldier in 
camp as you request. Judge donates this adver- 
tisement and in addition will include a One Dollar 
Smileage Book with each Judge subscription sent 


direct to us at $5.00 during the next thirty days. 
Judge Smileage Book Committee, 225 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
* 


* 





’LL buy a dozen Smileage books, and then a 
dozen more, gadzooks! and send them to some 
soldier chaps, and help to brighten up their 

maps. O anything that I can do, to keep the boys 
from getting blue, to keep them cheerful, bright 
and sane, and drive the fantods from the brain, 
I’ll do with forty kinds of glee; so you can always 
count on me. I am too fat to scrap, myself; old 
age has placed me on the shelf; I’m wedded to 
my easy chair, I couldn’t whip a Belgian hare. 


The younger men must fight for me, and see that 


I have liberty, and all the blessings I desire, while 
I sit dozing by the fire. For me they’ve left their 
homes and friends, to go where bloodshed never 
ends; for me they march on soggy moor, and pains 
and weariness endure; for me to France they will 
repair, perhaps to fall and perish there. For me 
the brave young men go forth, from east and west, 
from south and north, with buoyant hearts that 
must not tire, while I sit dreaming by the fire. 
And am I such a tinhorn skate that I won’t help 
to ease the weight of dreary hours the boys must 
know? He is a fake who tells you so. Bring 
on your Smileage Books, my friend. I'll buy till 
my resources end.—Walt Mason in Judge. 
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SEND ONE TO YOUR SOLDIER BOY IN CAMP 
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Another Nasty Skid—Another Smashed-up Car— 
Another Call for the Ambulance. 





Will Motorists never learn to take warning from the experiences 

of others? 

A chainless car on a s!ippery pavement is an uncertain car. You know 

this as well as we do, and are expected to be prepared. 

Being prepared doesn’t merely mean carrying tire chains in your too! bos — 
what earthly good can they do there? 


r Slippery 
- -elong On the Tires 


You shouldn't hesitate a moment in hauling them out of the tool box at the first 
drop of rain. Use Precaution as well as Caution. 
You are to blame if your car skids. You are responsible if it swings into 
a pedestrian. 

For Safety’s Sake Put Chains on Your Tires 


AMERICAN CHAIN COMPANY, Inc. 


ac 
Bridgeport RY, Connecticut 
In Canada: Dominion Chain Company, Limited, Niagara Falls, Ontario 


Largest Chain Manufacturers in the World 


The Complete Chain Line—All Types, All Sizes, All Finishes—From Plumbers’ 
Safety Chain to Ships’ Anchor Chain. 




















